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The  ruined  house  was  a  strange  legacy.  The  youths  bad  not  observed  two  men  with  olube 


Juat  then”  Fred  felt  the  ground  sink  under  him  as  rotten  boards 
gave  way.  but  Terry  grabbed  him.  “It  is  a  trap!”  be  cried. 
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Fred  Fearnot’s  Strange  Legacy 

-  OR,  THE  TRAP  THAT  ALMOST  WORKED 

*  % 

By  HAL  STANDISH 


CHAPTER  I. — A  Very  Great  Mystery. 

One  day  in  his  mail  Fred  Fearnot  found  a 
letter  that  puzzled  him  very  much.  It  was  post¬ 
marked  at  a  remote  town  in  the  upper  part  of  the 
State  of  Connecticut,  and  was  signed  by  a  law¬ 
yer  whom  Fred  had  never  heard  of  before,  and 
who  informed  him  that  he  had  been  made  the 
beneficiary  of  a  man  named  Watson,  who  had 
bequeathed  him  a  house  and  lot  of  land.  The 
house  and  land  was  located  in  the  town  of  Cross- 
ville,  a  place  which  Fred  was  unable  to  find  on 
the  map. 

“Well,  I  will  he  hanged!”  exclaimed  Fearnot, 
as  he  read  the  short  and  somewhat  crabbed  letter 
of  the  country  lawyer,  “what  on  earth  can  that 
mean?  Who  has  left  me  this  sort  of  a  legacy?  I 
do  not  know  of  this  town  or  such  a  man  as  Ben¬ 
jamin  Watson.  However,  there  may  be  a  good 
reason  for  this  act  on  his  part,  and  I  would,  in¬ 
deed,  be  ungrateful  not  to  show  proper  interest 
in  the  matter.  I  will  investigate.” 

So  Fred  told  his  chum  Terry  Olcott  about  it, 
and  they  held  a  long  discussion  over  the  matter. 
Terry  was  as  much  puzzled  as  Fred.  So  Fred 
answered  the  letter  of  Lawyer  Crab,  and  asked 
him  who  Watson  wqs,  and  what  reason  he  had 
for  leaving  him  so  much  property.  The  lawyer 
replied  immediately: 

“My  dear  Mr.  Fearnot:  In  answer  to  your  let- 
ler,  I  will  say  that  as  far  as  I  know  Watson 
•was  a  man  who  fancied  he  owed  you  for  a  favor 
that  you  once  did  him.  He  took  this  way  to  re¬ 
pay  it.  The  property  in  question  is  of  value, 
and  I  would  advise  you  to  come  here  and  look 
after  it.  If  you  wish  I  will  act  as  your  agent 
until  you  may  decide  what  to  do  with  it.  Hoping 
to  hear  from  you  soon,  I  am, 

“John  Crab,  Attorney-at-Law.” 

Fred  was  certainly  much  interested,  now,  and 
he  told  Terry  that  he  would  take  a  run  up  to 
Crossville  and  look  at  his  new  legacy.  He  added : 

“I  certainly  ought  to  take  interest  enough  in 
it  to  go  and  look  after  it.  There  may  be  great 
ralue  in  it.” 


“You  are  dead  right,  Fred.  I  would  do  it.” 

That  evening,  when  Fred  left  his  office  in  Wall 
street,  he  started  for  Broadway  to  take  a  car. 
He  got  as  far  as  the  corner  when  a  man  on  a 
pair  of  crutches  stopped  him  and  asked: 

“Mister,  is  not  your  name  Fearnot?” 

“It  is,  sir,”  answered  Fred.  “What  can  I  do 
for  you?” 

“My  name  is  Hump  Haggerty,  and  I  live  up 
to  Crossville.  I  hear  that  you  have  come  into 
possession  of  the  Watson  place,  and  as  I  have 
always  wanted  to  buy  it,  I  thought  that  I  would 
come  down  and  see  if  you  would  sell.  I  know 
that  old  Ben  Watson  left  it  to  you.” 

Fred  was  certainly  stumped.  He  looked  at 
the  man  with  the  crutches  and  wondered.  He 
was  wholly  at  a  loss  to  remember  Benjamin 
Watson,  and  he  could  not  seem  to  realize  that  he 
was  really  the  owner  of  a  house  and  lot  of  land 
in  a  distant  town  that  he  had  never  seen  or 
heard  of,  and  here  was  a  stranger  trying  to 
buy  it. 

“Great  Scott!”  muttered  Fred.  “I  wonder  if 
I  am  dreaming?  I  cannot  understand  what  all 
this  means.  My  friend,  I  have  only  just  been 
apprised  of  the  legacy  that  has  been  left  me. 
Now,  it  is  a  matter  of  much  surprise  to  me,  be¬ 
cause  I  never  heard  of  this  man  Watson  in  my 
life,  and  I  am  at  a  loss  to  even  guess  why  he  has 
left  me  anything.” 

“Well,  he  has  done  so,  and  you  can  claim  it. 
But  if  you  sell,  promise  to  give  me  the  option.” 

“I  cannot  promise  anything  until  I  know  more 
about  the  matter.  I  have  never  seen  the  prop¬ 
erty,  and  you  know,  so  far  as  that  goes,  there 
has  been  no  transfer  to  me,  and  therefore  I  do 
not  yet  own  the  property.” 

This  was  all  the  promise  that  Fred  would  make. 
The  man,  Hump  Hagerty,  as  he  called  himself, 
seemed  disappointed,  and  he  asked  Fred  if  he 
might  call  upon  him  at  his  home  that  evening, 
and  he  would  tell  him  all  about  Watson  and  the 
land. 

“I  am  sure,”  said  Fred,  “I  cannot  refuse  you 
such  a  reasonable  request  as  that.  Come  after 
eight  o'clock,  and  I  will  talk  with  you.” 

Haggerty  seemed  to  be  more  than  grateful. 
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and  he  now  walked  away  on  his  crutches.  But 
Fred  saw  him  turn  a  corner  into  Broad  street, 
and  an  impulse  prompted  him  to  go  back  to  the 
corner  and  look  after  him.  Fred  reached  the 
corner  of  the  street  the  next  moment,  and  as 
he  peered  around  the  corner  he  beheld  a  startling 
incident. 

The  supposed  cripple  made  his  way  along  on  his 
crutches  for  some  ways.  Then  he  suddenly  stop¬ 
ped  and  took  them  under  his  arm,  and  without 
the  slightest  sign  of  lameness  walked  briskly 
away.  Fred  was  astounded.  The  impulse  was 
upon  Fred  to  follow  Haggerty,  but  he  remem¬ 
bered  that  he  was  likely  to  see  him  later  that 
evening,  so  he  turned  back  to  Broadway  and 
leaped  aboard  a  car.  In  due  time  Fred  reached 
the  Fearnot  mansion  on  Fifth  avenue..  Terry 
went  to  the  theatre  that  evening  with  Mrs.  Fear¬ 
not,  and  Fred  remained  at  home  alone,  for  Judge 
Fearnot  was  out  to  his  lodge,  while  the  servants 
were  mostly  away  at  a  ball. 

So  that  Fred  was  really  alone  at  the  mansion. 
He  did  not  think  anything  of  this,  however, 
and  waited  for  the  hour  of  the  coming  of  his 
strange  caller.  At  last  the  door-bell  rang,  and 
one  of  the  servants  came  in  with  a  note.  Fred 
looked  at  it  in  surprise.  But  he  broke  the  seal 
and  read  with  wonder: 

“My  dear  Mr.  Fearnot:  I  am  most  crazy  to 
think  that  I  cannot  keep  that  appointment  with 
you  to-night  at  your  house.  I  have  so  much  to 
tell  you,  for  you  can  cm  things  that  r  is  not 
within  my  power  to  do.  There  is  a  strange  mys¬ 
tery  behind  this  legacy  that  you  have  received.  I 
think  that  if  we  could  get  together  for  some 
minutes  we  could  arrive  at  a  complete  and  bet¬ 
ter  understanding.” 

It  was  signed  by  Hagerty,  and  Fred  read  at 
the  bottom  the  number  of  the  house  where  Hag¬ 
gerty  was  lying  ill.  The  stranger  asked  Fred 
to  make  a  call  that  evening. 

So  Fred  went  over  to  the  house  mentioned  in 
the  letter.  It  was  only  about  eight  o’clock,  and 
as  Fred  walked  briskly  on  he  felt  his  spirits  rise. 
He  reflected  that  he  had  not  told  anyone  where 
he  was  going,  but  he  felt  no  apprehension.  In 
due  time  he  reached  the  street  and  number  named 
in  the  letter,  and  he  applied  at  the  door.  In 
answer  to  his  call  there  appeared  a  negro,  who 
looked  at  Fred  in  a  critical  wray,  and  said : 

“Sah,  dere  in’t  no  man  ob  dat  name  here  in  dis 
house.  I  done  reckon  dat  yo’  hab  made  a  mis¬ 
take.” 

To  make  sure  Fred  looked  at  the  address  in 
the  letter.  It  was  the  same  as  the  number  of  the 
house.  Fred  showed  it  to  the  negro,  who  then 
exclaimed : 

“I  done  reckon  dat  is  de  man  dat  libs  in  de 
basement.  Dere  ain’t  nobody  ob  dat  name  in  dis 
part  ob  de  house.  If  yo'  will  go  to  de  basement 
do’  maybe  yo’  will  find  him.” 

Fred  thanked  the  negro,  for  it  seemed  to  him 
not  at  all  strange  that  the  man  Haggerty  should 
live  in  the  basement.  Fred  went  to  the  basement 
door  and  rapped  on  it.  There  was  a  stir  behind 
the  door,  and  then  it  swung  open  and  showed  a 
dingy  hall  that  led  into  the  basement.  A  voice 
said : 

“Walk  ini” 


Fred  then  stepped  into  the  narrow  corridor. 
There  was  a  door  open  beyond,  and  light  streamed 
out  into  the  corridor.  The  next  moment  Fred 
found  himself  in  the  corridor,  and  the  door  was 
closed.  Then  he  saw  the  cripple  standing  on  his 
crutches  behind  the  door  as  it  closed. 

“I  ani  glad  that  you  have  come,”  he  said  in  a 
matter-of-fact  way.  “Please  come  into  my  room. 
I  have  been  very  miserable  since  I  left  you,  and 
I  could  not  go  to  see  you.  But  I  am  glad  to 
see  you  here.” 

Fred  followed  the  cripple  into  the  other  room. 
The  cripple  motioned  him  to  a  chair,  and  said: 

“Now,  mister,  I  am  going  to  tell  you  some¬ 
thing  about  old  Ben  Watson,  and  w'hy  he  left  that 
property  to  you.  It  was  not  because  he  was  es¬ 
pecially  grateful  to  you,  but  he  did  not  want  his 
nephew  to  get  it.  He  believed  that  you  had  the 
grit  and  resource  to  defend  its  ownership,  and 
thus  keep  his  hated  nephew  from  getting  it.” 

“Who  is  the  nephew?” 

“I  am  the  man.” 

“That  is  a  surprise  to  me.  If  I  was  sure  of 
it,  and  that  you  were  deserving  of  it,  I  would 
at  once  relinquish  my  claim.  The  property  would 
become  yours  at  once.  This  man  Watson  is 
wholly  known  to  me,  and  there  is  no  reason  that 
I  know  of  why  he  should  have  left  his  property 
to  me  unless  it  is  for  the  reason  that  you  give.” 

“Mr.  Fearnot,  you  are  what  I  was  sure  that  you 
were.  You  have  the  name  of  the  squarest  young 
man  in  the  whole  United  States.  That  land  and 
house  is  mine,  and  I  want  it.  Of  course,  if  you 
insist  on  your  rights  in  it  as  a  legacy  I  will  have 
to  buy  it  from  you.” 

Fred  looked  at  the  cripple  and  said: 

“All  that  you  will  have  to  do  is  to  prove  that 
you  are  what  you  claim  you  are,  and  that  the 
property  is  yours.” 

“Thank  you!  I  knew  that  you  would  be  just.” 

“I  can  assure  you  that  I  will.  But  before  we 
go  further  will  you  answer  me  a  question?  I 
do  not  want  you  to  get  angry  or  to  consider  it 
too  personal.” 

“I  will  answer  any  question  you  may  ask.” 

“Will  you  tell  me  why,  if  you  are  the  cripple 
that  you  claim  to  be,  that  you  suddenly,  when 
out  of  my  sight,  pick  up  your  crutches  and  run 
off  as  fast  as  any  sound*  man  can?  Will  you 
please  explain?” 

“When  did  you  ever  see  me  do  that?” 

“To-day  in  Wall  street.  I  went  to  the  comer 
of  Broad  street  and  watched  you,  and  saw  you 
pick  up  your  crutches  and  run  as  fast  as  any 
man  who  is  not  lame  could.” 

“Oh,  well,  I  can  explain  that.  There  are  many 
moments  when  the  rheumatism  leaves  me  for 
some  time,  and  then  I  am  so  relieved  and  de¬ 
lighted  that  I  act  like  a  fool.  I  simply  cannot 
restrain  myself.  I  run  and  jump  and  am  quite 
myself.  But  the  awful  pain  comes  on  again 
soon.” 

This  explanation  was  not  satisfactory  to  Fred. 
He  was  sure  that  the  fellow  was  lying  to  him. 
But  I'  red  was  not  so  headstrong  or  stubborn  as 
to  carry  the  point  further.  He  kne\^"  that  it 
would  not  avail,  and  he  said: 

“Oh,  I  understand  now.  It  is  all  right,  Hag- 
gert y.  Now,  get  your  proofs  ready  to 
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lish  your  identity  and  the  justice  of  your  claim, 
and  I  will  do  my  part  toward  having  your  in¬ 
heritance  restored  to  you.” 

Haggerty  seemed  delighted,  and  exclaimed : 

“Oh,  do  you  mean  that,  sir?  I  am  more  than 
grateful  to  you.  I  know  that  you  are  wealthy, 
and  that  the  property  will  not  prove  a  tempta¬ 
tion  to  you.  I  am  a  poor  man,  and  heed  it.” 

“All  right,  sir.  The  matter  is  fully  under¬ 
stood.” 

Fred  arose  and  started  for  the  door.  But  the 
cripple  held  up  his  hand  and  said : 

“There  is  much  behind  all  this  that  I  have 
not  told  you  yet.  The'  bequeathing  of  this  prop¬ 
erty  to  you  by  old  Watson  has  led  to  a  dark 
plot  on  my  ^  life.  I  am  pursued  by  secret  foes, 
who  mean  to  kill  me.  They  are  the  other  heirs, 
as  I  believe,  and  they  want  to  nut  me  out  of  the 
way.  You  may  be  attacked  by  them  also.  I 
have  been  in  danger  of  my  life  many  times?.  I 
am  only  giving  you  warning.” 

“This  is  a  strange  story  that  you  tell,  sir,” 
said  Fred,  sternly.  “I  hope  that  you  are  not  ly¬ 
ing  to  me.” 

‘Oh,  no,  no,  no,”  exclaimed  the  cripple.  “I  am 
telling  you  the  truth.  I  am  warning  you  as  a 
friend.  You  have  been  bequeathed  the  property, 
and  you  have  promised  to  sell  it  to  me.  If  these 
heirs  leam  of  it  they  will  dog  your  footsteps 
as  they  have  mine.  But  you  can  fight  them, 
which  I  cannot,  as  I  am  a  poor  man  and  a  crip¬ 
ple.” 

To  Fred  it  was  a  strange  situation. 

“Will  you  tell  me  the  names  of  these  heirs?” 
he  asked.  “The  story  that  you  tell  is  strange 
enough.” 

“I  do  not  know  them  yet,”  replied  the  cripple, 
“but  they  have  sent  me  warnings,  and  signed 
them  as  the  heirs.  I  have  been  very  much  fright¬ 
ened,  and  that  is  one  reason  why  I  went  to  you. 
I  think  that  we  will  both  have  to  be  very  careful, 
or  we  may  lose  our  lives,  for  I  am  convinced 
that  to  secure  the  property  they  will  kill  us 
both.” 


CHAPTER  II. — The  Strange  Legacy. 

Fred  was  unable  to  decide  at  that  moment 
whether  the  cripple  was  playing  a  game  or  not. 
But  what  puzzled  him  the  most  was  what  object 
the  unknown  foes  had  in  their  procedure.  Fred 
had  known  for  some  time  that  he  had  secret  foes 
who  had  tried  several  times  to  trap  him,  but 
they  had  failed. 

“Haggerty,”  he  said,  sternly,  “this  is  a  very 
strange  story  that  you  tell  me.  Now,  I  want  to 
inform  you  that  I  do  not  fear  any  cabal,  or  plot, 
and  that  it  will  only  result  in  dire  trouble  for 
the~plotters  in  the  end.  If  you  are  all  that  you 
claim,  and  are  really  the  heir  of  the  Watson  prop¬ 
erty,  you  will  certainly  have  it  restored  to  you. 
That  is  all!” 

With  that  Fred  turned  to  the  door,  but  the 
eripple  started  up  with  a  warning  cry. 

“Oh,  stop,  stop!”  he  whispered.  “There  is 
danger!  I  am  going  to  save  you.  If  you  go  out 
that  door  you  will  be  struck  down  by  a  man  with 
a  dagger.  It  was  plotted  to  lie  in  wait  for  you 


here.  I  cannot  see  you  go  to  your  fate.  I  am 
going  to  save  you!” 

In  an  instant  Fred  had  the  cripple  by  the 
wrist. 

“Now  I  have  it,”  he  exclaimed  fiercely.  “You 
are  one  of  the  villains  who  are  on  my  track. 
Don’t  deny  it.”  ' 

The  cripple  groaned  and  hung  his  head. 

.  “I  am  a  poor  wretch,  and  at  the  mercy  of 
the  ruffians,”  he  whispered.  “But  I  am  your 
friend.  I  am  going  to  save  you.” 

Fred  hesitated,  for  still  he  doubted  the  sin¬ 
cerity  of  the  cripple. 

“Where  are  they  now?”  he  asked. 

“Outside  that  door!  They  are  lying  in  wait 
in  the  corridor.  They  will  jump  on  you  as  soon 
as  you  come  "out.” 

“Then  you  acted  as  a  decoy  to  bring  me  here?” 

With  that  Haggerty  dropped  at  Fred’s  feet  and 
said  wildly: 

“It  is  all  true.  I  am  the  heir  of  Watson,  and 
the  property  belongs  to  me.  The  gang  want  to 
trap  you,  and  dispose  of  you.  But  I  am  going 
to  stand  by  you,  for  I  am  sure  that  you  will  stand 
by  me.  Now  do  not  go  out  that  door,  or  they 
will  murder  you.  There  is  a  window  in  the  rear. 
I  will  help  you  escape  there,  and  you  will  get 
away.  But  you  will,  I  am  sure,  not  forget  the 
poor  lame  man.” 

Fred  hesitated,  for  he  was  afraid  to  trust  Hag¬ 
gerty.  With  a  sudden  movement  he  sprang  ‘to 
the  door  and  flung  it  wide  open.  The  corridor 
was  revealed,  but  there  was  no  sign  of  a  lurking 
assassin.  Fred  looked  out  into  the  corridor  and 
saw  that  the  basement  door  was  ajar  a  trifle. 

“How  is  this?”  he  asked  sternly.  '“This  place 
seems  all  clear.  I  am  afraid  that  you  are  try¬ 
ing  to  deceive  me,  sir.” 

A  wild,  leering  light  came  into  the  eyes  of  the 
cripple,  and  he  made  a  swift  movement  forward. 
Fred  was  on  his  guard,  fortunately,  for  he  saw 
a  gleam  of  steel  in  his  hand,  and  acted  just  in 
time.  The  cripple  was  far  from  being  so  helpless 
as  he  claimed  to  be,  for  he  made  a  sudden  rush 
at  Fred  with  the  agility  of  a  panther.  Fred  was 
not  a  moment  too  soon. 

As  Haggerty  made  an  attempt  to  reach  him 
with  the  knife,  Fred  stepped  aside  quick  as 
lightning,  and  swung  a  chair  around  so  that  ha 
fell  across  it.  Then  Fred  grabbed  him  by  the  arm, 
and  with  a  wrench  took  the  knife  away  from  him. 
Fred  sprang  back,  exclaiming: 

“You  vile  scoundrel!  I  knew  that  you  wera 
treacherous.  Your  little  game  did  not  work.  I 
can  see  it  all  now.  I  have  a  mind  to  turn  you 
over  to  the  police.” 

But  the  cripple  suddenly,  with  a  strange,  wild 
yell,  broke  for  the  door,  and  before  Fred  could 
stop  him  had  disappeared  in  the  corridor  beyond. 
Fred  went  after  him,  but  it  was  too  late.  It  was 
evident  that  the  story  that  there  were  assassins 
in  the  corridor  awaiting  a  chance  to  get  at  him 
was  a  hoax.  Fred  could  find  no  trace  of  them. 
Fred  was  impelled  to  call  in  the  police  and  make 
an  investigation,  but  he  finally  decided  not  to. 
He  made  his  way  to  the  basement  door  and  out 
onto  the  street. 

Fred  started  back  home,  and  he  arrived  there 
later.  He  went  at  once  to  his  room.  Terry  and 
Mrs.  Fearnot  had  not  yet  returned  from  the 
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theatre.  Fred  sat  down  and  tried  to  collect  his 
senses  and  endeavor  to  find  a  solution  of  the  mys¬ 
tery.  Terry  came  in  after  the  theatre  and  he 
found  Fred  deep  in  thought. 

“What  is  up,  old  man?”  he  asked.  “You  look 
as  if  you  had  somethnig  bad  on  your  stomach 
or  your  mind.  What  is  it?” 

With  that  Fred  told  his  chum  all  about  the  af¬ 
fair.  Terry  listened  with  utter  amazement. 

“See  here,”  he  exclaimed.  “Why  on  earth  did 
not  you  allow  me  to  go  with  you.  It  was  dan¬ 
gerous  for  you  to  go  there  alone.” 

Fred  knew  that  Terry  was  right. 

“Well,  Terry,”  he  said,  “I  am  sure  that  there 
is  something  wrong  and  that  I  am  to  an  extent 
in  peril.  There  is  some  mysterious  game  afoot 
against  me,  and  what  it  is  I  cannot  even  im¬ 
agine.” 

But  they  did  not  arrive  at  any  comprehension 
or  definite  conclusion  that  night.  They  turned  in 
at  last  and  slept  until  late  the  next  morning. 
But  the  first  thing  that  Fred  said  as  he  leaped 
out  of  bed  was: 

“I  have  made  up  my  mind  what  I  am  going 
to  do.  I  shall  pay  a  visit  to  Crossville  and  look 
the  ground  over.  I  want  to  see  the  property  that 
has  been  left  to  me  by  a  stranger.” 

“That  is  the  only  thing  to  do,  Fred.  May  I 
not  accompany  you?” 

“Certanly!  I  want  you  to  do  so.” 

So  Terry  got  ready,  and  the  two  boys  left 
New  York  on  a  train  about  noon.  It  was  not 
a  long  trip  to  Crossville,  for  they  went  as  far  as 
New  Haven  and  changed  to  another  line  of  rail¬ 
road.  In  due  time  they  arrived  at  the  little 
country  town,  and  alighted  from  the  train.  Fred 
had  sent  no  word  to  Lawyer  Crab  that  they  were 
coming  to  the  town,  so  he  was  not  met  at  the 
depot  by  him.  They  could  see  that  it  was  a  likely 
little  place,  and  that  property  there  might  have 
some  value.  But  Fred  guardedly  asked  a  citizen 
where  the  property  owned  by  Benjamin  Watson 
was  located. 

“Mister,  he  owned  pretty  much  all  of  this  ’ere 
town,”  said  the  man.  “If  you  will  tell  me  which 
property  that  you  mean  I  kin  help  you.” 

Fred  hesitated,  for  he  did  not  knowr  where  the 
house  and  lot  was  that  had  been  bequeathed  to 
him  by  Watson.  He  could  6nly  thank  the  man 
and  go  along. 

But  after  the  boys  had  finished  their  tour  of 
exploration,  they  decided  to  call  unon  Lawyer 
Crab.  His  office  was  on  the  main  street,  and  a 
sign  over  the  entrance  told  that  fact.  The  two 
youths  went  up  the  dusty  stairs  and  rapped  on 
the  door  of  the  office. 

It  was  opened  by  a  tall,  spare-faced  man,  who 
was  shrewdness  itself  so  far  as  looks  went.  He 
fixed  a  gimlet-like  stare  unon  the  boys  and  asked: 

“Well,  what  is  wanted?” 

“Are  you  Lawyer  Crab?”  asked  Fred. 

*1  am,  sir.” 

“My  name  is  Fearnot.  I  am  from  New  York, 
and  I  have  come  up  here  to  see  about  the  legacy 
that  was  left  me  by  Benjamin  Watson.” 

The  old,  dried-up  man  of  law  bustled  around 
and  got  out  some  documents,  and  then  he  sat  down 
on  the  other  side  of  a  desk,  and  peering  at  them 
over  his  eye-glasses  he  said: 

“Mr.  Matson,  before  he  died,  came  to  me  and 


drew  up  a  will.  One  of  the  provisions  of  that  will 
was  that  Fred  Feamot  should  have  the  title  to 
a  piece  of  property  known  as  the  Carroll  place, 
on  lower  Main  street.  It  embraces  a  house  and 
a  lot  of  land  fenced  in.  Here  is  the  deed  of 
the  gift,  and  all  that  you  will  have  to  do  is  to  ac¬ 
knowledge  it  legally  and  accept  the  transfer.  It 
will  then  become  your  property.” 

Fred  now  asked: 

“One  moment,  Mr.  Crab.  I  cannot  understand 
what  the  motive  of  Mr.  Watson  was  to  make 
me  the  beneficiary  of  his  will.  There  w*as  no 
obligation  on  his  part  that  I  can  think  of,  and  I 
hesitate  to  accept  a  gift  on  such  grounds.' 

“That  is  a  very  unusual  statement,  sir.  Few  . 
people  question  the  motive  of  a  dead  person  when 
they  are  made  beneficiary  of  a  will.  It  is  the 
rule  to  accept  it,  and  think  kindly  of  the  dead.” 

With  that  Fred  asked  Lawyer  Crab  if  he  knew 
Hump  Haggerty.  The  lawyer  gave  a  start  and 
said:  \  , 

“I  know  of  him,  and  that  he  was  a  nephew*  of 
Watson.  But  not  a  cent  of  the  old  man’s  prop¬ 
erty  will  go  to  him,  for  there  was  hard  feelings 
between  them.  Haggerty  w*as*  unkind  to  the  old 
man  in  life.” 

Fred’s  face  cleared,  as  he  realized  now  that  in 
part,  at  least,  the  mysterious  Haggerty  had  told 
him  the  truth. 

“Mr.  Crab,  you  may  think  it  strange,  but  I 
would  rather  take  a  look  at  the  legacy  first,  before 
I  sign  my  acceptance  of  it.  This  may  not  seem 
appreciative  of  the  gift,  but  there  are  reasons 
that  I  cannot  very  well  explain  to  you  now.” 

“Very  well,  sir,”  said  Crab,  crustily.  “I  will 
give  you  the  number  of  the  house.” 

With  that  he  gave  the  number  of  the  house 
which  was  on  lower  Main  street,  and  with  that 
Fred  and  Terry  arose  and  went  out. 

Inquiry  as  they  went  down  the  street,  led  them 
to  the  number  of  the  Caroll  place  and  they  stood 
astounded  and  looked  at  it.  For  some  moment! 
the  two  youths  were  dumbfounded.  Then  Terry 
laughed  right  out. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  hanged!  Is  this  what  we  came 
away  up  here  to  accept  as  a  legacy,  Fred?  It 
is  not  worth  fighting  over,  and  why  that  mysteri¬ 
ous  fellow,  Haggerty,  should  want  to  buy  it  is 
more  than  I  can  imagine.” 

The  Carroll  street  house  was  certainly  a  ruin, 
for  it  was  only  a  tumble-down  frame  house,  with 
the  windows  and  doors  gone,  and  the  floors  ex¬ 
posed  to  the  weather  many  inches  deep  in  plas¬ 
ter  and  refuse. 

“Well,  that  is  the  greatest  fake  that  I  ever 
knew  of.  Fred.  Let  us  go  over  and  take  the  (rain 
back  to  New  York.  If  Haggerty  wants  the  place 
so  badly  let  him  have  it.” 

Fred  was  of  the  same  mind  as  Terry,  and 
they  were  about  to  turn  away,  w*hen  a  sudden 
impulse  prompted  Fred  to  change  his  mind. 

“Wait  a  moment,  Terry,”  he  said.  “There  i» 
some  strange  reason  back  of  all  this.  I  am  sure 
that  Haggerty  would  not  be  so  anxious  to  buy  or 
secure  this  place  if  there  was  not  something  tn 
it.  It  will  do  no  harm  to  take  a  look  about.” 

“All  right,  Fred.  I  am  willing.” 

W  it h  that  they  entered  the  house.  It  was  in¬ 
deed  a  fearful  wreck*  But  they  went  over  II 
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carefully^  and  at  last  took  their  leave.  They 
walked  along  the  street,  and  had  reached  a  cor¬ 
ner  when  Fred  gave  a  start.  A  veiled  woman 
across  the  street  was  making  signs  to  him.  She 
was  beckoning  him  to  come  over.  Fred  looked 
at  the  woman  in  wonder,  and  said: 

“Terry,  do  you  see  that  woman?" 

“She  is  beckoning  to  you,  Fred.” 

So  Fred  crossed  the  street  with  quick  strides, 
and  approaching  the  woman  he  lifted  his  hat  and 
said: 

“Madame,  do  you  wish  to  see  me?” 

“I  do,  sir,”  said  the  woman,  in  rather  a  husky 
voice.  “I  saw  you  come  out  of  the  Carroll  house. 
I  want  to  warn  you  against  a  great  danger.  Do 
not  go  there  again.  It  may  be  the  cause  of  much 
trouble  to  you.” 

“You  surprise  me,  raadame.  What  db  you 
mean?  What  danger  need  I  fear,  may  I  ask? 
I  am  the  owner  of  the  place  now,  and  I  can¬ 
not.  see  why  there  should  be  danger  there.” 

“You  do  not  see  it,  but  I  know  it.  I  only  warn 
you,  for  there  is  a  game  afoot  to  do  you  harm.” 

With  that,  and  before  Fred  could  question  her 
further,  the  strange  woman  disappeared  around 
a  corner.  At  first  Fred  was  impelled  to  go  after 
her,  but  he  checked  the  movement. 

“See  here,  Terry,”  he  said,  with  conviction. 
“That  Carroll  place  has  some  strange  value,  or 
else  there  would  not  be  such  a  persistent  effort 
to  frighten  us  from  accepting  it.  I  am  going 
now  to  accept  my  legacy,  and  make  the  best  of  it. 
If  there  is  anything  that  is  crooked  about  it  I 
am  going  to  find  it  out.  I  am  going  to  know 
why  certain  unknown  parties  are  bound  to  do  me 
harm  if  I  accept  it.” 

“Bully  for  you,  Fred.  There  is  every  likeli¬ 
hood  that  we  are  in  for  some  excitement  and 

fun.” 


CHAPTER  III. — A  Rascally  Trick. 

Fred  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  accept 
his  legacy  at  any  cost,  for  he  was  bound  to  dis¬ 
cover  what  was  back  of  it.  He  had  received 
warning  of  bodily  harm  if  he  did  accept  it,  and 
that  was  a  challenge  that  his  assertive  nature 
would  not  permit  him  to  ignore.  As  the  boys 
strode  along  on  their  way  to  Lawyer  Crab’s  they 
felt  much  reassured. 

“Well,  gentleman,”  he  asked,  as  they  entered, 
“what  is  the  verdict?  Do  you  like  your  legacy?” 

“To  tell  you  the  truth,  Crab,  I  do  like  it.  I 
can  see  possibilities  there,  and  I  am  going  to  ac¬ 
cept  the  deed  of  gift.  I  shall  always  hold  the 
name  of  my  benefactor  in  reverence  for  his  kind¬ 
ness.” 

Crab  arose  to  his  feet  so  quickly  that  he  caught 
a  stitch  in  his  side  and  gave  a  groan  of  pain. 
But  he  recovered,  and  said: 

“Ah,  Mr.  Fearnot,  it  is  wise!  Do  not  think 
because  it  is  tumble-down  that  it  has  no  value. 
Some  day  you  will  learn  what  that  value  is.  But 
It  is  a  gift,  as  you  say,  and  the  old  saying  among 
the  Arabs  was  that  a  gift  horse  should  never 
have  his  mouth  examined  to  determine  his  age.” 

“That  is  very  good,  Crab.  If  you  will  expedite 
the  papers  we  will  be  glad,  for  we  want  to  get 
a  train  back  to  New  York.” 


“You  cannot  get  a  train  back  to-night,  sir. 
The  last  train  has  gone.  But  if  you  will  sign 
here,  I  will  quickly  put  the  deeds  in  your  hands.” 

It  did  not  take  the  lawyer  long  to  make  out 
the  papers  and  pass  them  over  to  Fred.  He  was 
now  the  legal  owner  of  the  ruined  house  known 
as  the  Carroll  place.  Fred  paid  Crab  his  fee, 
and  then  the  boys  left  the  office  of  the  lawyer. 
He  rubbed  his  hands  in  a  servile  way  and  said: 

“Thank  you,  gentlemen !  I  hope  that  when  you 
need  legal  assistance  you  will  come  to  Crab.” 

“We  will  certainly  do  so,  Mr.  Crab,”  said  Fred. 

When  Fred  and  Terry  got  back  to  the  hotel 
it  was  only  a  little  past  noon.  The  New  York 
train  had  been  gone  only  a  short  while.  But 
they  sat  out  on  the  piazza  of  the  hotel  and  watch¬ 
ed  the  natives  of  the  place  as  they  passed.  Some 
entered  the  hotel,  but  all  had  that  provincial 
stamp  that  pertains  to  those  who  live  always  in  a 
small  sphere.  But  while  Fred  and  Terry  sat 
there,  they  discussed  the  legacy.  As  the  boys 
discussed  the  matter  they  saw  a  bearded  man 
come  along  the  street.  He  came  up  to  the  hotel 
entrance  and  stood  there  for  some  moments.  He 
appeared  to  notice  Fred  and  Terry,  and  at  last 
moved  nearer  and  said: 

“Gents,  I  reckon  you  are  the  people  who  fell 
heir  to  the  Carroll  place?  Is  that  true?” 

“It  is,  sir,”  said  Fred.  “Why  should  it  inter¬ 
est  you?”  / 

“Mister,  it  interests  me  because  I  was  born  in 
that  old  house.  I  think  a  good  deal  of  it,  and 
if  it  could  be  bought  I  would  pay  more  for  it 
than  it  is  worth.” 

“It  does  not  seem  to  be  worth  much.” 

“Not  as  real  estate  values  go.  But  there  is  a 
sentimental  interest  that  gets  me.  You  do  not 
want  to  sell,  do  you?” 

“Not  at  present.  We  may  later.” 

“Mister,  will  you  go  over  there  with  me  for  a 
few  moments?  If  you  will,  I  will  show  you  some 
interesting  things  about  the  place.” 

“We  have  just  come  from  there,”  said  Fred. 
“I  think  that  you  will  have  to  excuse  us.” 

“Well,”  said  the  man  desperately,  “come  to  my 
room,  and  I  will  show  you  some  papers  about  the 
place  that  will  convince  you  that  it  is  dearer  to 
me  than  anybody  else.  I  will  tell  you  many 
things  about  it  that  will  be  worth  hearing.” 

Fred  was  comfortable  in  his  seat,  and  he  did 
not  take  interest  in  the  proposition  of  the  beard¬ 
ed  man.  He  lazily  declined,  and  with  that  the 
stranger  grew  angry. 

“You  are  not  even  civil,”  he  snapped.  “It 
would  not  hurt  you  at  all  to  come  along  with 
me  for  a  few  moments.  I  guess  that  you  do  not 
care  about  the  feelings  of  a  man  who  is  inter¬ 
ested  in  his  old  homestead.” 

With  that  Fred  turned  to  Terry  and  said: 

“Wait  here,  Terry.  I  will  come  right  down.” 

Fred  accompanied  the  man,  who  gave  the  name 
of  Stuart,  to  the  room  he  occupied  on  the  sec¬ 
ond  floor  of  the  hotel.  As  they  entered  the  room 
the  man  said: 

“It  was  very  kind  of  you  to  come  here  with 
me,  for  I  can  realize  what  it  means  to  you  to 
lose  the  time.  But  I  want  you  to  promise  me 
the  place  at  a  fair  price.  I  do  not  believe  that 
you  want  it.” 
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“I  do  not  want  it  to  keep.  However,  you  are 
not  the  only  one  who  has  been  after  it.” 

The  bearded  man  gave  a  start. 

“Will  you  tell  me  who  the  other  party  is?” 

“His  name  is  Haggerty.  He  claims  it  was  his 
old  homestead,  too.” 

The  man  Stuart  gave  a  hiss  and  snapped: 

“Hump  Haggerty?  You  will  be  sorry  if  you 
favor  him  at  all.  He  is  a  bad  egg.  He  will  re¬ 
pay  you  with  mean  acts.  Do  not  let  him  have 
.  it,  for  he  has  not  the  money  to  pay  for  it  with, 
anyway.” 

“I  have  no  intention  of  letting  him  have  it,  ’ 
said  Fred.  “Really,  I  believe  that  I  will  keep  it 
myself.” 

The  bearded  man  looked  at  Fred  sharply,  and 
Then  he  crossed  the  room  and  took  from  a  drawer 
some  papers.  He  spread  them  out  upon  a  table, 
and  said : 

“Sir,  if  you  will  take  a  look  at  these  you  will 
understand  better  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you. 
You  must  be  somewhat  puzzled  as  to  why  there 
is  so  much  eagerness  to  get  hold  of  the  Carroll 
place.  But  when  it  has  been  explained  to  you 
it  will  be  clear  enough.” 

Fred  was  now  more  than  interested,  for  this 
seemed  like  an  explanation  of  the  mystery  that 
he  had  been  seeking.  So  he  walked  over  and 
bent  over  the  papers  that  the  man  had  scattered 
on  the  table.  Fred  saw  that  they  were  of  the 
nature  of  maps,  and  that  there  were  some  labyrin¬ 
thine  passages  upon  them. 

“Old  man  Carroll  lived  in  that  house  many 
•years  ago,”  said  the  man  with  the  beard.  “He 
was  wealthy,  and  a  miser.*  There  is -a  well-found¬ 
ed  tradition  that  he  buried  his  money  in  the 
ground  under  the  house.  That  is  why  Haggerty 
and  others  are  so  eager  to  get  hold  of  the  prop¬ 
erty.  They  all  claim  that  they  know  where  the 
treasure  is  buried,  but  they  do  not.  I  am  the 
only  one  who  has  the  plan,  and  here  it  is.  Now, 
I  can  go  right  to  the  spot  where  the  treasure  is 
buried,  but  in  order  to  get  it  the  structure  must 
be  taken  down.  The  only  way  to  do  this  is,  of 
course,  to  own  it.  That  is  why  I  want  to  get 
possession  of  it,  and  am  willing  to  pay  a  good 
price.  Now,  if  you  will  turn  the  title  over  to 
me,  I  will  search  for  the  treasure,  and  divide 
with  you  after  it  is  found.  Or  I  will  pay  you 
a  fair  price,  and  take  chances  on  finding  the 
treasure.  Of  course,  if  I  find  it  I  will  be  repaid, 
but  if  I  do  not  then  I  will  be  money  out  of 
pocket.” 

Fred  could  not  conceal  the  fact  that  he  was 
much  interested.  He  believed  the  man’s  story,  for 
it  explained  the  real  mystery  about  the  house. 
But  he  asked:  . 

“Tell  me  why  this  was  bequeathed  to  me  by 
Watson?” 

“That  is  easy  to  understand.  -He  had  to  make 
a  will  and  give  his  property  away,  and  he  did 
not  want  to  give  it  to  his  scalawag  nephew.  He 
did  not  want  it  to  Revert  to  the  State,  so  he 
thought  up  all  his  friends,  and  among  them  was 
you.” 

Fred  saw  it  all  now. 

•  “See  here,  my  man.  Unless  we  deal  with  each 
other,  neither  of  us  can  recover  that  treasure.  I 
own  the  property  and  you  own  the  plan  to  the 


hidden  wealth.  Now,  the  only  way,  if  we  cannot 
sell  out  to  each  other,  is  to  co-operate.  If  you 
think  well  of  that  on  an  equal  division,  say  so.” 

“Have  you  the  deed  of  gift  to  the  house  with 
you?” 

“I  have.” 

He  at  once  pulled  it  out  of  his  pocket.  The 
man  with  the  beard  looked  it  over  closely  and 
said : 

“This  has  not  been  recorded,  and  there  is  no 
copy  of  it  as  far  as  you  know?  Is  not  that  cor¬ 
rect?”  *  # 

“It  .is,”  said  Fred. 

“Well,  it  seems  to  me  careless  in  you  not  to 
take  that  precaution.  If  you  lost  this  deed  of 
gift  you  would  have  nothing  to  show  that  you 
owned  the  house  and  land.” 

“Except  the  will,  which  will  stand.” 

“Oh,  well,  legally  you  must  produce  and  reg¬ 
ister  the  deed  of  gift.  The  will  has  not  been 
.probated,  has  it?” 

“I  think  it  has.  I  could  not  come  into  pos¬ 
session  of  this  deed  if  it  had  not.” 

“That  is  so,”  admitted  the  man.  “Well,  it  looks 
to  me  as  if  there  was  something  written  on  the 
margin  here.  Will  you  look  at  it?” 

Fred  bent  over,  but  he  saw  nothing  on  the  mar¬ 
gin  of  the  deed.  He  looked  closer,  but  still  he 
saw  nothing.  He  was  about  to  make  the  state¬ 
ment  to  this  effect,  when  a  sudden  blow  stretched 
him  out  insensible  on  the  floor.  It  was  a  terrible 
blow  that  he  had  received,  and  he  was  almost 
knocked  cut.  When  he  came  to  a  few  moments 
later  he  was  alone  in  the  room,  and  the  bearded 
man,  with  the  deeds  of  gift,  gone. 

Fred  was  for  a  fewT  moments  clouded  in  the 
brain,  but  at  last  he  came  to  himself  and  re¬ 
membered  what  had  happened.  At  once  he  saw 
what  a  fool  he  had  made  of  himself. 

“I  am  certainly  the  biggest  fool  on  earth.  That 
villain  has  fooled  me  completely.  He  has  got  the 
deeds,  and  I  am  out  of  the  whole  thing.  What  a 
fool  I  have  been?” 

Fred  went  downstairs,  and  reported  the  mat¬ 
ter  to  the  hotel  attaches  and  the  proprietor.  There 
was  then  an  effort  made  to  find  the  man.  It  was 
learned  that  the  room  that  he  occupied  had  been 
Hired  by  a  man  who  gave  his  name  as  John  Smith. 
Of  course,  this  was  a  fictitious  name.  Terry 
came  in,  and  he  was  astounded  at  the  story  tola 
by  Fred. 

“Say,  old  pal,”  he  said,  “I  wTas  sorry  after  you 
went  that  I  had  not  insisted  on  going  with  you. 
I  had  an  idea  that  that  chap  was  crooked,  but  I 
thought,  you  could  take  care  of  yourself.” 

Fred  and  Terry  discussed  the  matter  at  length, 
and  they  were  divided  as  to  the  effect  it  would 
have  upon  Fred’s  ownership  of  the  house.  Terry 
was  of  the  opinion  that  with  the  statement  of 
the  lawyer  the  house  could  be  held  for  Fred. 


CHAPTER  IV. — The  Nephew’s  Defiance^ 

Fred  did  not  believe  that  he  could  prove  the 
ownership.  He  was  much  worked  up  about  it.  and 
said:  , 

“I  really  think  that  the  best  tiling  that  we  cjui 
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do  is  to  go  over  and  see  old  Crab.  He  will  give 
■us  advice.” 

“All  right!”  agreed  Terry.  “That  is  the  best 

plan.” 

So  they  went  over  to  the  lawyer’s  office,  and 
found  him  at  his  desk,  as  cramped  up  and  crabbed 
as  ever.  He  greeted  them  with  a  curt  nod. 

“What  can  I  do  for  you,  gentlemen?” 

Fred  stated  the  case  briefly.  Crab  listened 
with  a  cynical  smile,  and  after  Fred  had  done  he 
simply  said: 

“You  made  a  fool  of  yourself,  sir.  You  have 
nothing  to  prove  that  you  own  the  house.  You 
should  have  recorded  those  deeds  at  once.  The 
will  can  be  produced  to  show  that  you  were  named 
as  heir  to  the  legacy,  but  that  does  not  prove  that 
you  might  not  have  parted  with  the  deeds  for  a 
consideration.  That  is  where  you  are  lame.” 

“Then  we  have  got  to  lose  the  legacy?” 

“Unless  you  can  recover  the  deeds  before  any¬ 
one  else  has  the  chance  to  record  them.” 

“Who  could  this  bearded  man  be,  Crab?”  asked 
Fred. 

“I  have  not  the  least  idea,  sir.  I  should  say 
that  it  might  be  someone  in  disguise.  It  may  be 
Haggerty  himself.  He  is  a  sharp  fellow,  and 
could  easily  disguise  himself.” 

Fred  could  not  believe  this,  and  he  said: 

“It  does  not  seem  logical  to  me  that  it  can  be 
him.” 

“See  here,”  asked  the  lawyer,  “did  you  not  tell 
me  that"  a  woman  accosted  you  at  the  Carroll 
house  and  told  you  that  it  would  be  dangerous 
for  you  to  go  there  any  more?” 

“I  did,”  answered  Fred. 

“There  you -are!  It  was  no  doubt  not  a  woman 
that  you  talked  with,  but  the  clever  Haggerty 
himself.  In  other  words,  the  man  with  the  beard 
was  no  other  than  Haggerty,  in  my  opinion.” 

“By  jingo!  That  is  no  doubt  the  explanation 
of  it  all,”  said  Fred  with  conviction.  “I  have 
been  a  fool  all  the  way  through.  The  deeds  are 
gone;  and  the  only  hope  is,  as  you  say,  to  try 
to  recover  them  before  they  are  recorded  by 
the  thief.” 

“There  is  the  whole  story,”  said  the  lawyer 
wearily.  “I  have  to  furnish  the  brains  for  so 
many  clients  that  I  feel  that  I  have  earned  a 
rest.  Go  along,  and  catch  your  man.” 

Fred  and  Terry  left  the  lawyer’s  office,  con¬ 
vinced  they  had  been  badly  fooled  by  the  cunning 
Haggerty.  Later  the  two  boys  walked  over  to 
the  Carroll  place  again.  They  once  more  went 
through  the  tumble-down  house.  The  boys  made 
a  very  close  examination  of  the  place.  But  no 
clew  was  found. 

Few  people  visited  the  ruins,  for  there  was  a 
story  that  the  ghost  of  the  former  owner  was 
to  be  seen  there  at  times.  The  horror  of  this 
was  a  protection  to  the  place.  While  there  some¬ 
thing  whistled  past  Fred’s  ear  and  struck  the 
stone  wall  of  the  cellar.  The  object  gave  out  a 
metallic  ring,  and  Fred  turned  his  head  and 
looked  for  the  party  who  threw  the  missile.  He 
wa3  not  in  sight.  But  Fred  went  over  and  picked 
it  up.  A  glance  was  enough,  for  he  saw  that  it 
was  a  knife. 

“That  is  mighty  queer,  Terry.  What  would 
jwu  make  of  that?” 


“It  means  that  we  are  requested  in  a  forcible 
way  to  keep  our  hands  off  your  beautiful  legacy, 
Fred.  I  believe  that  old  Watson  knew  that  it 
would  cost  you  more  to  claim  and  secure  your 
legacy  than  it  would  be  worth.” 

“Goodness!  It  may  cost  both  of  us  our  lives 
yet.” 

“That  is  dead  right.” 

But  now  they  climbed  out  of  the  cellar,  and 
searched  the  place  for  some  trace  of  the  knife- 
thrower.  Fred  kept  the  knife,  which  was  of  the 
type  used  by  the  Sicilians.  Many  a  murder  had 
been  committed  with  such  a  knife.  At  last,  as 
Fred  and  Terry  took  their  leave  of  the  Carroll 
place,  they  reached  the  street.  The  boys  stood 
looking  at  the  ruined  house,  and  they  became 
buried  in  thought.  Just  then  they  heard  a  shout, 
and  looking  around  they  saw  a  man  coming  to¬ 
wards  them.  Fred  gave  a  gasp: 

“Terry,  here  is  the  man  we  want.  It  is  Hag¬ 
gerty  himself.” 

The  strange  villain  was  coming  toward  the 
ruined  house  with  a  grin  of  triumph  on  his  ugly 
face.  He  yelled  out: 

“Well,  gents,  what  is  the  good  word?  I  hope 
that  you  have  no  hard  feelings  toward  me  for 
our  little  quarrel.  I  am  willing  to  make  peace.” 

Fred  was  astounded  at  the  audacity  of  the  fel¬ 
low.  The  villain  came  up  quickly,  and  with  the 
greatest  of  bravado.  He  was  no  longer  lame, 
and  said : 

“Taking  a  look  over  the  place,  are  you?  We  r} 
did  the  old  man  leave  it  to  you?  Is  it  decided  ” 

“See  here,  my  friend,  you  are  no  longer  lar  e, 
are  you?” 

“Why,  no!  This  happens  to  be  one  of  he 
days  when  my  rheumatism  does  not  trouble  fns. 
I  may  be  back  again  on  crutches  to-morow.” 

“What  have  you  done  with  your  other  rigs, 
Haggerty?  You  are  certainly  a  fine  type  of 
woman.” 

“You  talk  in  riddles!  I  do  not  know  what 
you  mean.” 

“All  right,  Haggerty,”  said  Fred.  “You  have 
not  forgotten  the  trick  you  played  on  me  in  New 
York.  You  tried  to  kill  me.  What  was  it  for? 
Can  you  expect  me  to  overlook  that?” 

But  .Haggerty  feigned  ignorance  of  Fred’s 
meaning,  and  really  put  up  a  good  bluff.  He  said, 
with  apparent  honesty: 

“I  do  not  understand  you,  for  I  have  stolen 
nothing  from  you.  Did  not  my  uncle’s  will  leave 
this  place  to  you?  Is  not  that  enough?” 

“It  is  not  enough,  for  the  deed  of  gift  is  miss¬ 
ing.  Of  course,  we  will  fight  it,  and  perhaps 
secure  the  title  in  court.  But  it  would  be  much 
simpler  if  we  had  the  deeds.” 

“I  do  not  believe  that  my  uncle  meant  that 
you  should  really  have  the  place.  Why  should 
you  care  for  it,  anyway?  It  is  a  tumble-down 
old  house,  and  would  cost  more  to  repair  than  it 
is  worth.” 

“You  know  well  what  you  told  me,  Haggerty, 
about  buried  treasure  under  the  house.  What 
have  you  to  say  to  that?” 

“I  know  nothing  about  any  buried  treasure 
under  the  old  house,  and  I  do  not  believe  it.  I 
value  the  old  place  because  of  a  sentimental  in¬ 
terest,  but  if  there  is  treasure  under  it,  then  I 
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can  understand  why  you  want  it.  Who  told  you 
such  a  fairy  story  as  that?” 

Fred  looked  hard  at  the  villain. 

“You  know  very  well  who  told  it  to  me.  It 
was  you.” 

“You  must  be  crazy,  Fearnot.  I  have  not  the 
least  recollection  of  it.  I  did  not  even  know  of 
such  a  thing  myself.” 

“You  are  pretty  shrewd,  Haggerty.  You  have 
played  your  game  well,  but  you  will  not  succeed 
in  carrying  out  your  plans.  I  do  not  want  to 
take  any  property  away  from  rightful  heirs,  but 
I  believe  that  you  are  not  at  all  entitled  to  this 
legacy,  and  I  am  going  to  fight  it.” 

“All  right,  my  friend,”  smiled  Haggerty.  “Go 
right  ahead.  I  wish  you  success,  but  I  can  pre¬ 
dict  that  you  will  have  very  little.” 

With  that  the  rascally  nephew  walked  away. 
Fred  and  Terry  stood  undecided  after  he  had 
gone.  They  gazed  after  him,  and  at  last  Terry 
said : 

“That  would  rankle  me,  Fred.  To  let  such  a 
scamp  as  he  is  get  the  best  of  me  would  make 
me  mad.  He  certainly  has  those  deeds,  and  he 
will  try  to  claim  the  legacy.” 

“To  claim  it,  and  to  secure  it,  are  two  differ¬ 
ent  things,  Terry.” 

“Yes,  but  there  will  have  to  be  a  long  law¬ 
suit.” 

“All  right!  I  will  fight  it  to  the  last  ditch. 
Mind  you,  I  do  not  want  any  of  Watson’s  prop¬ 
erty,  nor  do  I  want  to  take  anything  away  from 
lawful  heirs,  but  there  is  a  principle  involved 
here,  and  I  am  going  to  stand  up  for  it.” 

»“That  is  where  you  are  right,  Fred.” 

But  as  they  could  accomplish  no  more  around 
there  at  the  time  they  walked  back  to  the  hotel. 
Fred  had  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  take 
possession  of  the  Carroll  property  and  assert  his 
right  to  it  as  owner  under  the  provisions  of  the 
will.  So  Fred  went  over  and  saw  Crab,  and 
authorized  him  to  take  the  case  and  make  fight 
to  reclaim  the  Carroll  property.  Crab  proceeded 
to  get  out  the  papers  of  suit.  Of  course,  by  this 
time  there  had  been  a  report  circulated  in  the 
town  about  the  affair,  and  the  people  were  be¬ 
ginning  to  get  interested. 

Many  of  them  had  decided  long  ago  that  the 
profligate  nephew  would  not,  and  ought  not,  to 
get  any  of  the  Watson  property.  But  they  did 
not  know  Fearnot,  and  they  wondered  why  he 
should  claim  any  of  it.  A  prominent  citizen 
came  to  Fred  at  the  hotel,  and  said : 

“Sir,  l  understand  that  you  are  no  relation  to 
the  Watson  family  at  all.  Is  that  true?” 

“It  is,  sir,”  answered  Fred. 

“Well,  I  also  understand  that  you  are  a  wealthy 
man  in  your  own  right.  Is  that  the  truth?” 

“It  is  the  truth,”  agreed  Fred. 

'’Then  I  am  going  to  say  a  word  to  you  that  I 
hupe  will  not  offend  you.  You  know  that  many 
men  die  rn  their  dotage  with  prejudice  against 
their  own  flesh  and  blood.  They  sometimes  will 
their  property  to  absolute  strangers,  and  much  in¬ 
justice  is  done  thereby,  as  it  is  manifestly  un¬ 
fair.”  * 

“I  have  heard  of  such  cases,  sir,”  answered 
t  led.  Is  this  such  a  case,  may  I  ask?  Do  you 
know  about  it?” 

“I  think  that  I  can  safely  say  that  it  is.  I 


know  that  the  nephew,  Haggerty,  is  a  rascal,  and 
ought  not  to  get  any  of  the  money,  but  I  will 
tell  you  of  an  invalid  sister  who  lives  in  the  out¬ 
skirts  of  the  town  who  deserves  to  inherit  her 
brother’s  property,  but  whom  he  has  cut  off  en¬ 
tirely.  Now,  if  you  are  not  anxious  to  secure 
this  money  for  your  own  needs,  you  could  not 
do  better  than  to  see  justice  done  and  restore 
the  property  to  her.  She  is  a  very  deserving  wo¬ 
man,  and  will  greatly  appreciate  the  money.” 

Fred  was  greatly  interested.  He  asked  the 
citizen  carefully  about  this  woman,  and  becoming 
certain  that  his  story  was  true,  he  said: 

“I  will  say  that  I  do  not  want  the  money  for 
myself,  and  am  willing  to  give  it  to  the  lawful 
and  deserving  heir.  But  I  must  be  assured  that 
she  is  such.” 

“It  can  easily  be  proved,  Mr.  Fearnot.  I  can 
see  that  you  are  a  man  of  worth  and  honor,  and 
it  will  be  easy  for  you  to  make  it  right.  I  will 
take  you  out  there  to  see  Miss  Watson,  and  if  you 
do  not  agree  with  me  that  she  is  entitled  to  the 
legacy,  or  inheritance,  I  will  say  no  more.” 

Fred  assured  the  citizen,  whose  name  was  Har¬ 
ris,  that  he  would  go  with  him  to  see  the  sister  of 
Watson  wlm  was  cut  off  by  her  brother’s  will. 
The  result  was  that  the  next  morning  Fred  and 
Harris  went  over  to  the  humble  home  of  Miss 
Rebecca  Watson  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

Fred  was  introduced  to  her,  and  after  some 
conversation  found  that  she  was  an  invalid,  and 
very  deserving,  as  well  as  a  pleasant  and  kind- 
hearted  old  lady.  She  was  a  spinster. 


CHAPTER  V. — At  Lake  Nipfcic. 

Fred  decided  that  it  would  be  right  to  at  least 
see  that  Miss  Rebecca  should  recover  part  of  her 
brother’s  wealth.  He  said: 

“Miss  Watson,  I  have  been  left  this  Carroll 
property  by  your  brother  for  a  reason  which  I 
am  not  able  to  understand.  I  am  a  man  of  wealth 
myself,  and  the  property  will  be  no  temptation  to 
me.  As  soon  as  I  am  able  to  secure  the  title  to 
it  I  will  be  glad  to  transfer  it  to  you.” 

Tears  came  into  the  eyes  of  the  spinster,  and  he 
said: 

“You  are  the  kindest  young  man  in  the  world. 
I  shall  never  forget  the  kindness.  I  do  not  know 
why  my  brother  should  ignore  me  in  his  will,  for 
we  never  had  any  trouble.  But  he  never  came  to 
see  me,  and  seemed  to  have  forgotten  that  he 
ever  had  a  sister.  I  was  proud,  and  would  never 
let  him  know  that  I  was  in  need.  I  am  old.  and 
can  live  but  a  short  while,  but  the  money  would 
give  me  many  comforts  that  I  need.” 

“You  shall  have  them,”  said  Fred  firmly.  “I 
will  see  to  that  myself.” 

After  Fred  left  the  house  of  the  spinster,  the 
citizen,  Harris,  was  deeply  affected.  He  grabbed 
Fred’s  hand. 

“Mr.  Fearnot,  let  me  shake  your  hand.  I  am  so 
glad  to  meet  an  honest  man  and  one  who  i;*  gen¬ 
erous,  too.  There  are  so  few  such  nowaday*.” 

“Thank  you,  Mr.  Harris.  But  I  can  see  no  rea¬ 
son  why  I  should  cheat  this  poor  woman  out  of 
what  belongs  t5  her  in  truth.  Her  brother  did  not 
realize,  apparently,  ’that  lie  was  doing  wrong  in 
forgetting  her.” 
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When  Fred  and  Harris  left  the  spinster’s  humble 
abode  they  turned  into  a  cross  street  that  led 
back  to  the  main  street  of  the  town.  They  were 
walking:  along:,  quietly  conversing,  when  suddenly 
Fred’s  hat  was  swept  from  his  head.  He  heard  at 
the  same  instant  the  report  of  a  pistol  from  some 
point  in  his  rear.  Fred  stopped  and  whirled 
about,  looking  for  the  marksman.  There  was  not 
a  person  in  sight.  Harris  was  dumfounded. 

“Did  somebody  fire  at  us,  Mr.  Fearnot?” 

“They  certainly  did,”  answered  Fred.  “I  hope 
that  you  will  get  behind  that  tree  there,  sir.  They 
might  fire  again,  and  you  might  get  the  bullet.”  • 

Fred  picked  up  his  hat  and  examined  it.  The 
bullet  had  passed  clear  through  the  top  of  it.  It 
had  certainly  Ijeen  a  narrow  escape  for  him,  for 
if  the  bullet  had  been  an  inch  lower  it  would  have 
penetrated  the  brain.  Death  would  have  been  the 
result. 

Fred  started  up  the  street,  accompanied  by 
Harris,  and  they  looked  for  some  sign  of  the 
would-be  assassin.  He  was  not  to  be  seen  any¬ 
where.  After  a  while  they  were  compelled  to 
abandon  the  quest,  but  Harris  was  much  excited 
over  it,  and  said: 

“I  am  going  to  notify  the  police.  You  see,  it 
was  the  work  of  that  murderous  nephew  Hag¬ 
gerty,  for  he  saw  us  visit  Miss  Watson,  and  he 
fears  that  she  will  be  made  a  beneficiary  by  law. 
That  would  be  another  barrier  to  his  acquiring 
the  property.  He  is  a  bad  egg,  and  ought  to  be 
behind  bars.” 

When  Fred  parted  with  Harris  at  the  corner 
near  the  hotel  the  merchant  was  determined  to 
report  the  matter  to#the  police.  But  Fred  said: 

“Not  yet,  Mr.  Harris.  We  will  wait  a  while 
and  let  the  villain  trap  himself.  He  will  yet 
blunder,  and  then  we  will  get  him  for  good.  WTe 
have  as  yet  no  direct  evidence.” 

“But  he  may  get  you,  Mr.  Fearnot.” 

“That  is  a  chance  that  I  must  take.” 

Harris  finally  agreed  that  Fred  was  right.  But 
after  Fred  had  rejoined  Terry  at  the  hotel  he 


said:  * 

“lam  going  to  turn  about  now,  Terry,  and  hunt 
the  hunter.  I  have  been  the  game,  and  now  I 
shall  turn  the  thing  about.  That  wretch  cannot 
be  trusted,  and  he  means  to  do  us  if  he  can.  I 
am  in  this  thing  to  the  finish  now.  I  am  going  to 
see  that  Watson’s  property  goes  to  the  one  who 
needs  and  deserves  it,  and  that  is  the  spinster 
sister.  It  was  pitiful  to  see  an  old  lady  like  her 
abandoned  and  in  poverty,  when  her  brother 
leaves  his  wealth  to  utter  strangers.” 

“You  are  dead  right,  Fred.  I  am  of  the  same 
mind  myself.” 

Agreed  on  this  point,  Fred  went  over  and  had  a 
talk  with  Lawyer  Crab.  The  old  lawyer  listened 
with  a  queer,  crafty  light  in  his  eyes,  and  said. 

“Yes,  yes,  I  know.  Old  Watson  had  some  feel¬ 
ing-  against  his  sister  because  she  opposed  his 
marriage  with  a  young  girl  he  loved.  She  really 
was  somewhat  to  blame,  but  it  was  no  reason  why 
he  should  have  left  his  money  to  strangers.  I  told 
him  so  once,  but  he  was  very  ugly  about  it.  I  do 
not  know  but  that  he  will  come  back  from  his 
prave  and  try  to  stop  it.” 

Fred’s  teeth  clicked  grimly. 

“Let  him  come  back,  Crab.  He  will  find  that 
public  sentiment  and  the  law  is  against  him.  I 
pm  going  to  take  the  responsibility  myseK. 


Fred  left  Lawyer  Crab  and  rejoined  Terry.  The 
two  boys  decided  to  leave  matters  in  the  hands  of 
the  lawyer  for  a  while,  and  give  some  attention 
to  enjoying  the  country  life  that  was  all  around 
them.  There  were  some  pretty  lakes  around 
Crossville,  and  it  was  said  that  there  were  good 
fish  in  them.  Fred  asked  about  this,  and  decided 
to  take  a  little  trip  out  to  a  lake  near  the  town, 
and  get  in  a  day’s  fishing.  So  he  and  Terry  made 
preparations  and  went  out  to  Lake  Nipsic,  -where 
the  trout  were  said  to  rise  well  to  the  fiy.  Fred 
secured  a  boat  from  a  man  who  lived  near  there, 
and  he  and  Terry  put  their  things  into  the  craft 
and  rowed  off  up  the  pretty  sheet  of  water.  They 
found  a  good  place  to  fish,  and  let  the  boat  run. 

They  were  soon  busy  casting,  and  for  some 
time  they  had  not  much  luck.  But  at  last  Terry 
got  a  rise  and  hooked  a  fine  big  trout.  The  boys 
fished  for  some  time,  and  at  last,  having  secured 
a  good  string,  and  -not  being  fish  hogs,  they  de¬ 
cided  to  give  it  up.  They  put  up  their  tackle,  and 
Fred  was  about  to  pick  up  the  oars  when  Terry 
exclaimed: 

“Hello;  here  is  another  fisherman.  He  seems 
to  be  coming  our  way.” 

He  was  an  old  man  with  a  heavy  white  beard. 
As  he  got  opposite  he  rested  on  his  oars  and 
asked: 

“What  luck,  mates?” 

“Very  good!”  answered  Fred.  “We  have  a 
dozen  fine  beauties.” 

“Gee!  Ye  don’t  say?  I  haven’t  had  a  strike 
yet,  and  I  have  been  out  here,  longer  than  you 
have.  I  saw  you  when  you  came,  and  I  reckoned 
that  you  were  city  anglers  with  some  new-fangled 
tackle.  I  fish  in  the  old-fashioned  way,  and  I 
reckon  that  it  will  catch  more  fish  on  an  average 
than  any  other  way.  Let  us  see  your  fish.” 

With  that  the  garrulous  old  fisherman  moved 
his  boat  nearer,  and  it  bumped  into  the  other 
boat.  Fred  was  perfectly  willing  to  show  his 
catch,  and  he  revealed  the  beauties  in  the  basket. 

The  old  fisherman  looked  at  them  critically, 
and  he  said: 

“Ye  did  well!  I  guess  that  ye  struck  the  right 
spot.  Waal,  if  you  kin  give  me  a  chaw  of  ter- 
backer  I  will  row  on.” 

“Neither  of  us  chew  nor  smoke,”  said  Fred. 

“Thunder!  Maybe  you'  have  something  on  the 
hip,  then?” 

Fred  knew  what  he  meant  by  this  expression, 
and  he  said: 

“We  do  not  drink,  either.” 

The  old  man  looked  at  them  in  amazement. 

“What  in  thunder  do  ye  do?” 

“Fish!”  said  Terry  laconically. 

“Is  that  all  yer  do?” 

“When  we  fish  that  is  about  all  that  we  do.” 

The  old  fellow  acted  as  if  he  was  disgusted, 
for  he  turned  to  his  oars,,  and  with  silence  paddled 
away.  The  boys  then  went  on. 

“See  here,  Fred,”  said  Terry  later,  “there  is  a 
fine  place  to  go  ashore  and  arrange  our  lunch. 
We  can  build  a  little  fire  and  cook  a  couple  of  the 
fish.  It  will  appease  an  appetite  that  in  my  case 
is  getting  dangerous.” 

“All  right,  old  man.  I  am  with  you.” 

So  they  ran  the  boat  ashore,  and  went  into  a 
little  grove  of  trees  that  fringed  the  lake  shore. 

Here  it  did  not  take  Terry  long  to  make  a  fire 
The  fish  were  quickly  dressed  and  prepared  for 
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the  coals.  The  rest  of  the  lunch  was  also  ar¬ 
ranged.  and  the  two  boys  sat  up  to  it  and  ate 
until  their  sides  ached.  The  good  clear  air  ami 
the  taste  of  the  food  was  something  beyond  any¬ 
thing  that  they  had  experienced  for  some  time. 
They  enjoyed  themselves  finely. 

But  just  then,  as  the  boys  were  reclining  on 
the  mossy  ground  after  their  fine  meal,  there  was 
heard  the  sound  of  footsteps  behind  them,  and 
out  of  the  woods  leaped  three  masked  men.  They 
were  of  powerful  build,  and  the  moment  Fred  saw 
them  he  knew  that  trouble  w’as  at  hand,  and  he 
sprang  to  his  feet  like  a  panther.  Terry  was  up, 
also,  and  the  two  youths  looked  at  their  visitors. 
The  leader  of  the  masked  men  was  a  giant,  and 
he  carried  a  big  club,  which  he  brandished,  and 
exclaimed: 

“You  are  prisoners,  and  if  you  make  the  least 
bit  of  resistance  we  will  kill  you.  Seize  them, 
men.” 

In  an  instant  the  other  two  men  sprang  for¬ 
ward  and  made  an  effort  to  seize  the  boys.  But 
Fred  had  no  idea  of  surrendering  without  a  strug¬ 
gle,  so  he  leaped  back,  calling  out: 

“We  will  not  submit!  Who  are  you,  and  what 
does  this  mean?” 

The  first  of  the  two  men  tried  to  seize  Fred, 
and  the  other  made  a  dash  at  Terry.  But  Terry 
acted  light  lightning.  He  dodged  his  assailant,  and 
then,  with  quick  action,  tripped  him  and  sprang 
for  the  boat. 

“Come  on,  Terry,”  he  yelled.  “We  will  give 
them  the  slip.” 

The  third  man,  who  wTas  the  giant  of  the  party, 
gave  a  roar  of  rage  at  the  result  of  the  attempt 
to  trap  the  boys,  and  he  made  a  dash  after  them. 
But  Fred  had  sprung  into  the  boat,  and  Terry 
dove  into  the  water  and  was  pulled  aboard  some 
fifty  yards  away  in  the  lake.  The  two  youths  had 
left  their  fish  and  their  effects  on  the  shore,  but 
they  were  clear  of  the  trio  of  ruffians,  and  that 
was  something. 

“Come  back  here,”  yelled  the  giant  leader  of 
the  trio.  “If  you  do  not  we  wall  kill  you.  You 
cannot  get  away  from  us.” 

“Come  and  get  us!”  scoffed  Terry.  “Who  in 
thunder  are  you,  anyway?  I  should  say  that  you 
were  highwaymen.  Why  do  you  wear  those 
masks  ?” 

The  two  men  who  had  been  tripped  ud  so  skill¬ 
fully  were  now  on  their  feet,  and  they  could 
hardly  believe  their  senses.  That  the  boys  should 
have  eluded  them  so  easily  was  beyond  their 
understanding.  But  the  boys  took  up  their  oars 
and  sent  the  boat  far  out  into  the  lake,  for  Fred 
realized  that  the  villains  might  have  firearms, 
and  it  would  be  well  to  be  as  far  out  of  ran^e  as 
possible. 

The  boys  then  proceeded  to  row  to  the  landing 
where  they  had  hired  their  boat. 


CHAPTER  VI. — The  Hermit’s  Story. 

As  they  drew  near  the  landing  Fred  saw  that 
a  boat  was  drawn  up  there,  and  he  recognized  it 
as  the  boat  used  by  the  old  fisherman  who  haa 
a^ked  them  for  tobacco  and  whisky.  The  old 
fellow  himself  was  not  in  sight,  so  they  guessed 


that  he  had  gone  hopie.  The  boys  ran  rheir  boat 
ashore.  They  left  the  boat  where  it  was  before 
they  took  it,  and  started  off  into  the  woods  to 
the  spot  where  they  were  to  meet  the  liveryman. 
Here  they  found  that  he  had  not  yet  arrived. 
Fred  and  Terry  sat  down  upon  a  log  to  wait  for  • 
him.  They  sat  there  for  more  than  an  hour,  and 
still  he  did  not  come.  It  was  getting  dark,  and 
Fred  said: 

“We  are  foolish  to  wTait  here  any  longer,  Terry. 
Let  us  go  along.  We  can  make  the  highway 
within  an  hour,  and  then  it  will  be  easy  to  walk 
to  Crossville.  I  shall  not  mind  it  at  all.” 

“Agreed!”  said  Terry.  “I  am  with  you,  Fred." 

So  they  proceeded  to  take  leave  of  the  spot 
But  they  had  not  gone  twenty  yards  into  the 
woods  when  they  heard  footsteps  to  their  right, 
and  a  low  voice  said: 

“Oh,  thunder!  they  have  gone  on  without  wait¬ 
ing,  boys.  We  are  too  late.  We  must  get  after 
them  and  overtake  them.” 


It  was  easy  for  Fred  and  Terry  to  distinguish 
the  masked  foes  as  they  passed  along  the  trail  not 
twenty  yards  away.  It  had  been  a  close  call.  Bat 
the  two  boys  stood  still  and  let  them  go  by.  They 
passed  on  and  Fred  and  Terry  waited  until  they 
wrere  well  out  of  sight  and  hearing.  Then  Fred 
sat  down  upon  a  stump  and  said: 

“That  is  what  you  call  pulling  out  by  the  skin 
of  one's  teeth,  Terry.  I  don’t  see  how  they  could 
pass  so  near  us  and  not  see  us.” 


“It  was  an  act  of  Providence,  Fred.  We  es¬ 
caped  all  right.  Though  it  grinds  me  to  have  to 
sneak  away  from  them,  for  I  believe  that  if  it 
was  not  for  their  firearm!  we  could  whip  the 
three  of  them  with  ease.” 


-  “You  bet  we  could.  But  they  have  firearms, 
and  they  could  shoot  us  down  like  dogs.  They 
would  then  sink  our  bodies  in  the  lake,  and  they 
would  never  be  found.” 


The  boys  waited  for  a  long  time  to  make  sure 
that  they  were  safe,  and  then  they  arose  and 
crept  on  their  way  along  the  trail  toward  the 
highway.  But  they  were  not  out  of  peril  yet.  It 
was  not  long  before  Fred  believed  that  he  could 
see  the  highway  in  the  gloom,  and  he  stopped. 

“What  is  up,  Fred?”  asked  Terry. 

“The  highway  is  over  there,  Terry,  and  we  must 
proceed  with  care.  I  have  an  idea  that  the  gang 
are  out  there  waiting  for  us  to  come  out  of  the 
woods.  If  so  we  would  run  into  an  ambush.” 

Terry  saw  that  this  was  right,  so  he  said: 

“V^e  cannot  remain  here  all  night,  Fred.  I 
suggest  that  we  take  a  long  detour  and  try  to  I 
get  into  the  highway  further  down.” 

“That  is  all  right,  Terry,  but  it  is  not  easy  to  t 
determine  w’hat  point  on  the  highway  is  safe. 
They  may  be  lying  in  wait  for  us  almost  into  the  | 
town.”  |j 

“Oh,  thunder!  We  have  got  to  take  the  - 
chance.”  j 

!  red  saw  that  this  was  true,  also,  and  he  ac¬ 
cordingly  started  forward,  and  in  a  few  momenta 
the  boys  were  out  in  the  highway.  They  saw 
nothing  of  the  foe  and  walked  along  hurriedly  tor 
a  lew  hundred  yards.  Then,  quick  as  lightnilfl 
t  re<l  pulled  Terry  into  the  underbrush  by  the 
roadside.  He  had  seen  figures  skulking  along  ia 
the  gloom,  and  was  not  a  moment  too  soon.  TWfc 
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the  figures  for  a  Ions:  time  remained  at  a  bend  in 
the  road.  After  an  hour  of  waiting  they  came 
along  silently,  and  for  a  moment  the  boys  be¬ 
lieved  that  their  presence  had  been  discovered. 

,  But  the  masked  assassins,  for  it  was  really  them, 
walked  right  by  the  hiding  place  of  the  boys. 
They  soon  disappeared  -from  the  highway.  As 
they  went  from  sight,  Fred  arose  and  said: 

“We  are  all  right  now,  Terry!  We  slipped 
them  all  right.” 

“Do  you  think  the  coast  is  clear  now,  Fred?” 

“There  is  no  doubt  of  it.  They  have  tired  of 
waiting  for  us,  and  have  given  us  up.” 

However  this  was,  Fred  and  Terry  slipped  out 
into  the  highway,  and  struck  out  for  town.  They 
did  not  let  up  until  they  came  into  the  lighted 
streets  and  made  their  way  straight  to  the  hotel. 
Here  they  were  so  exhausted  that  they  thought  of 
going  straight  to  bed.  But  as  Fred  suggested  this 
to  Terry  both  boys  were  astounded  to  see  the  fig¬ 
ure  of  an  old  man  with  white  beard  arise  from  a 
corner  of  the  hotel  office  and  come  toward  them. 
It  was  the  old  man  whom  they  had  seen  in  tne 
boat  at  the  lake.  He  came  up  to  them  with  a 
mysterious  manner. 

“Pardon  me,  mister,”  he  said  to  Fred,  “but  I 
had  some  experiences  after  seeing  you  at  the  lake. 
I  want  to  ask  you  if  you  had  any  fighting  with 
some  men  at  the  lower  end  of  the  lake?” 

“We  were  held  up  by  three  men  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  lake.” 


“Yas,  I  was  sure  of  it.  Waal,  ain’t  your  name 
Feamot?” 

“It  is!” 

“Jes’  so!  Waal,  I  am  old  Bill  Scott,  the  hermit 
of  Nipsic,  as  they  call  me.  But  I  am  a  square 
man.  I  saw  that  shooting,  and  I  thought  that  it 
was  some  cantankerous  gang  of  robbers  that  were 
lying  in  -wait  for  you.  I  came  to  town  and  told 
the  police,  but  they  would  not  go  out  there.  They 
would  not  believe  my  story.  That  is  all  right,  but 
I  made  up  my  mind  that  I  would  stay  right  here 
and  see  you  when  you  got  back,  for  them  chaps 
are  going  to  kill  you  if  they  can.  I  know  where 
they  have  a  hiding  place,  and  you  kin  catch  them 


if  you  want  to.” 

Fred  was  thrilled  at  once,  and  he  proceeded  to 
catechise  the  old  hermit.  The  old  fellow  then  told 
Fred  all  about  the  gang  that  was  headed  by  Hag- 

Igerty,  and  he  described  a  cavern  out  at  the  lake, 
where  he  declared  they  had  a  den. 

“They  air  a  bad  lot,  all  of  them,  and  there  air  a 
good  many  people  in  these  parts  whom  they  have 
robbed,”  said  the  hermit.  “I  know  where  their 
cave  is  out  thar  to  Lake  Nipsic,  and  if  you  want 
to  I  kin  take  you  there.” 

Fred  was  deeply  grateful  to  the  old  hermit,  and 
he  pressed  a  good-sized  banknote  into  his 'hand, 
and  said: 


“Scott,  it  is  too  late  to  do  anything  about  it  to¬ 
night.  But  we  will  see  you  again,  perhaps  to¬ 
morrow,  and  if  possible  we  will  enlist  aid  and  try 
to  root  out  that  den  of  villains.  That  they  seek 
my  life  is  well  known  to  me,  but  I  am  on  my 
guard,  and  sooner  or  later  they  will  make  a  slip 
and  will  land  in  prison.” 

The  hermit  left  the  hotel  and  Fred  and  ferry 
went  to  their  room.  There  they  proceeded  to  talk 
the  exciting  incidents  of  the  day  over. 

Until  a  late  hour  the  boys  talked  the  matter 


over.  At  that  Fred  would  have  abandoned  inter¬ 
est  in  the  matter,  and  have  allowed  the  legacy  to 
pass  into  the  hands  of  the  nephew  if  he  had  been 
an  honest  claimant.  But  as  it  stood  and  as  Hag¬ 
gerty  had  shown  such  a  murderous  spirit,  he  was 
determined  that  he  should  never  get  hold  of  the 
property.  Fred  was  skeptical  as  to  the  buried 
treasure  under  the  old  house,  for  he  believed  now 
that  it  was  only  a  trick  of  Haggerty  to  get  him 
to  participate  in  a  division  of  the  property.  But 
he  was  resolved  to  carry  out  the  wishes  of  the 
dead  man,  Benjamin  Watson,  and  see  that  the 
nephew  should  not  inherit  a  penny  of  the  prop¬ 
erty.  Now  that  he  had  learned  of  the  existence 
of  a  deserving  heir  in  the  person  of  Rebecca  Wat¬ 
son,  the  dead  man’s  sister,  Fred  was  disposed,  as 
advised  by  citizen  Harris,  to  see  that  she  should 
inherit  the  legacy. 

But  the  next  morning  they  were  astir,  and  Fred 
decided  to  call  upon  Lawyer  Crab  and  have  a  talk 
with  him  about  Miss  Rebecca.  He  found  the  law¬ 
yer  in  his  office,  and  as  Fred  entered  he  looked 
up  from  his  desk  and  growled: 

“Well,  well,  what  is  it  now?  I  thought  that  I 
had  washed  my  hands  of  that  infernal  Watson 
affair.  I  am  in  danger  myself,  for  I  have  been 
warned  that  I  will  be  killed  if  I  aid  you  in  any 
way  to  secure  it.” 

Fred  was  astonished.  But  the  lawyer  produced 
a  scrawl  on  some  rough  paper  which  read: 

/ 

“Dear  Crab:  Take  heed  that  you  do  not  aid  that 
Fearnot  to  get  hold  of  the  Carroll  property,  for 
it  should  not  go  to  him,  an  outsider,  of  old  Ben 
Watson’s  family.  There  is  the  nephew,  who  it 
legally  belongs  to,  and  this  is  to  warn  you  that 
if  you  play  into  his  hands  you  will  die. 

“Signed,  Justice.” 

“What  do  you  think  of  that?”  snapped  the 
lawyer. 

Fred  whistled  softly. 

“Well,  well,  that  is  a  good  paper  to  hie  away. 
It  is  almost  prima  facie  evidence  against  the 
nephew  that  he  is  a  dangerous  character,  and 
should  be  put  under  restraint.  I  wonder  if  it 
would  not  be  possible  to  do  so  with  him?  What 
is  the  law?” 

“He  can  he  put  under  bonds,”  said  the  lawyer, 
‘if  it  can  be  proved  that  he  is  the  writer  of  that 
epistle.”  ■* 

“Very  well!  What  do  you  think  of  my  plan  to 
turn  over  the  property  to  the  sister  of  the  dead 
man,  Rebecca  Watson,  who  needs  help,  as  she  is 
at  present  destitute?” 

“Do  you  mean  that,  sir?  Would  you  really  do 
that?  Remember  that  you  have  a  perfectly  e-ood 
claim.  There  can  he  no  doubt  that  Benjamin  Wat¬ 
son  was  in  his  right  mind  when  he  signed  that 
will.” 

“That  is  all  right.  Crab.  I  mean  every  word 
that  I  say.  I  am  more  than  pleased  to  see  the 
rightful  heir  get  the  property.  I  am  well-to-do 
myself,  and  even  if  I  was  not  I  should  not  feel 
right  in  taking  the  legacy  away  from  the  woman 
who  is  the  sister  of  the  dead  man.” 

Crab  reached  over  and  took  a  document  from  a 
pigeon-hole.  He,  with  quick  pen  work,  drew  up  a 
legal  agreement  to  the  effect  that  Fred  would, 
as  soon  as  his  claim  was  established  fully  to  the 
Carroll  place,  turn  it  over  to  Rebecca  Watson,  free 


12 


FRED  FEARNOT’S  STRANGE  LEGACY 


and  clear.  Fred  looked  at  the  agreement  and 
said: 

“You  wish  me  to  sign  this?” 

“If  you  do  it  will  prove  that  you  are  a  man  of 
your  word,  and  that  you  have  no  ulterior  motive.” 

“Do  you  doubt  that?” 

“There  is  no  such  thing  as  a  man’s  word  in  law. 
Black  and  white  is  all  that  can  be  accepted  with 
a  witness  to  give  oath.  Every  man  is  dishonest 
in  law,  until,  it  is  proved  that  he  is  honest.” 

“I  understand,  and  I  will  sign  this  if  you  will 
cross  out  one  thing.” 

The  lawyer  smiled  craftily. 

“I  can  see  that  you  are  not  a  fool,”  he  said.  “I 
will  cross  it  out,  as  it  will  not  be  necessary.  You 
refer  to  the  free  and  clear  clause.” 

“Certainly!  I  cannot  agree  to  do  that,  for  there 
might  be  an  incumbrance  on  it  that  I  would  not 
care  to  discharge.” 

“Exactly,”  and  with  that  the  lawyer  crossed 
out  the  objectionable  clause.  Then  he  passeci  the 
paner  to  Fred.  Fred  promptly  signed  it.  The 
old  lawyer  took  the  paper  and  cal’ed  in  a  clerk 
from  another  room.  He  also  sent  out  for  a 
neighbor  in  another  office,  and  they  came  in  and 
witnessed  the  paper.  Then  he  said: 

“Mr.  Fearpot,  you  are  an  honest  man.  I  am 
glad  to  meet  you,  for  there  are  not  many  like 
you.  It  is  a  test,  when  the  acquisition  of  pro¬ 
perty  is  in  question.  Before  you  signed  that  docu¬ 
ment  I  would  have  sworn  that  you  would  not  do 
it.” 

“You  surprise  me,”  said  Fred.  “I  always  mean 
what  I  say.” 

“Now,”  said  Crab,  “we  can  do  something.  I 
will  take  measures  to  see  that  Rebecca  Watson 
is  defended  in  this  matter  to  the  full  extent  of  the 
law.  The  reversion  of  the  property  to  her,  as  a 
relative,  will  effectually  cut  out  any  claim  that  the 
nephew  can  make.  In  other  words,  it  will  make  it 
logical  and  sane  in  law.” 

“That  is  all  right,”  said  Fred.  “I  can  assure 
you  that  I  am  perfectly  sincere.  I  hope  that  you 
will  send  word  to  her,  and  I  will  personally  call 
and  extend  to  her  my  felicitations.” 

Crab  made  promise  that  he  would  do  this,  and 
Fred  and  Terry  left  the  office.  Fearnot  felt  rather 
gratified  after  this  had  been  done,  for  he  felt 
that  he  was  absolved  from  wronging  anybody  by 
taking  property  away  from  legal  heirs.  At  the 
same  time  it  disposed,  as  Crab  had  said,  of  the 
legality  of  the  claim  made  by  the  nephew.  But 
some  exciting  events  were  at  hand. 


CHAPTER  VII. — A  Startling  Discovery. 

“I  think  that  we  ought  to  get  out  of  here  at 
once,  Fred,”  said  Terry,  with  convictiaon.  “I  can 
see  no  way  in  which  we  will  gain  anything  by  re¬ 
maining,  for  we  have  no  interest  here  now.” 

“That  is  so,  Terry,  but  for  all  that  I  have  a 
little  curiosity  to  take  another  look  at  the  proper¬ 
ty.  I  would  like  to  examine  the  house  more,  for 
If  there  is  any  buried  treasure  out  there  it  ought 
to  be  known,  and  steps  taken  to  recover  it.” 

"Oh,  shucksl  You  do  not  believe  that,  do  you? 
That  is  all  a  fake,  and  a  trick  of  Haggerty’s.  He 
thought  that  he  could  tempt  you  to  go  in  with 
him,  and  so  get  a  hold  on  the  property.” 


“Wait  a  moment,  Terry.  That  would  seem 
probable  if  it  was  really  a  valuable  piece  of  prop¬ 
erty.  But  it  is  only  worth  a  few  hurdreo  dollars 
so  far  as  its  real  estate  value  goes.  Do  you  think 
that  Haggerty  would  take  all  that  trouble  and 
get  up  such  a  scheme  to  secure  an  interest  in 
such  a  small  amount?  There  is  something  back 
of  it  all.  I  am  curious  to  find  it  out  if  possible.” 

“All  right,”  assented  Terry.  ‘  Let  us  go  out 
there  and  overhaul  the  place.  I  would  advise 
digging  up'  the  whole  place.” 

“We  cannot  do  that  yet.  But  we  can  perhaps 
find  something  that  will  give  us  a  clue.” 

So,  with  that  decision,  the  two  youths  r,et  out 
once  more  for  the  old  Carroll  house.  In  due  time 
they  reached  it,  and  as  they  entered  the  yard 
they  observed  again  how  tumbledown  it  was,  and 
that  it  was  not  possible  to  repair  it  so  that  any 
one  could  live  there.  But  Fred  walked  up  to  the 
door,  that  was  wide  open.  As  he  did  so  he  came 
to  a  stop,  and  motioned  Terry  to  do  the  same. 
The  reason  for  this  was  that  voices  sounded  in 
the  house.  The  two  boys  listened,  but  the  voices 
died  out,  and  Fred  stepped  silently  into  the  build¬ 
ing,  and  they  went  through  the  house  from  cellar 
to  garret.  But  not  a  person  was  found,  or  any 
explanation  of  the  voices.  Here  was  really  a  mys¬ 
tery,  and  Fred  looked  at  Terry. 

“What  do  you  make  of  it?” 

“You  can  search  me,”  said  Terry.  “I  guess  that 
it  is,  after  all,  haunted,  as  the  natives  claim.  I 
can  see  no  sign  of  an  occupant.” 

The  boys  were  puzzled.  They  left  the  house 
and  returned  to  the  yard.  They  walked  around 
the  house,  but  saw  nothing  of  any  living  being 
other  than  themselves.  It  was  strange. 

Fred  was,  however,  determined  to  solve  the 
mystery.  As  he  made  his  way  through  the  yard 
again  he  thought  that  he  saw  the  shadow’  of  a 
man’s  form  just  around- the  corner.  In  an  instant 
he  sprang  to  the  corner  of  the  house,  but  the  fig¬ 
ure  had  vanished.  Again  the  boys  made  a  circuit 
of  the  house,  Fred  going  one  way  and  Terry  going 
the  other.  But  it  was  of  no  use.  No  one  was 
found. 

Once  more  the  boys  went  around  the  house,  and 
approached  a  sort  of  walk,  made  of  planks  that 
seemed  to  have  beep  placed  there  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  crossing  the  yard  dry-shod.  They  looked 
at  the  house  again.  Fred  walked  forward  and 
stepped  on  the  board  walk. 

The  ruined  house  was  a  strange  legacy.  The 
youths  had  not  observed  two  men  wfith  clubs  be¬ 
hind  them,  just  then  Fred  felt  the  ground  sink 
under  him  as  rotten  boards  gave  way,  but  Terry 
grabbed  him. 

“It  Is  a  trap!”  he  cried. 

Terry  had  not  been  a  moment  too  soon.  The 
boards  of  the  walk  gave  way  with  a  crash,  and 
Fred  w*as  hanging  right  over  a  pit,  and  would 
have  gone  dowm  into  it  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  quick  action  of  Terry.  As  it  was,  Terry  had 
barely  time  to  drag  his  chum  back  when  the  two 
men  behind  leaped  forward  and  struck  Terry  a 
blow  that  sent  him  reeling  several  yards  away. 

Fred  was  just  in  time  to  dodge  a  blow,  also, 
and  he  recognized  one  of  the  assailants  ag  Hag¬ 
gerty.  The  men  were  wild  with  fury,  and  they 
would  have  rushed  at  Fred  again,  but  he  leaped 
across  the  pit  and  cried: 
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“You  villains!  What  does  this  mean?  Why 
have  you  attacked  us  this  way,  Haggerty?” 

“Oh,  thunder!”  gasped  Haggerty,  with  pretend¬ 
ed  surprise.  “It  is  Fearnot  and  Olcott!  Say,  we 
thought  that  you  were  incendiaries  going  to  set 
the  place  afire!” 

“That  little  game  will  not  work,  Haggerty.  You 
meant  to  kill  us  both.  You  will  pay  for  this.” 

“What  are  you  doing  here,  anyway?”  demanded 
the  villain  in  an  ugly  way.  “This  property  be¬ 
longs  to  me.  I  am  going  to  take  possession  of 
it,  and  nobody  shall  say  me  n^y.  I  shall  break  my 
uncle’s  will.” 


“You  will  have  trouble  to  do  that,  Haggerty. 
You  will  not  succeed  by  killing  us.” 

“I  did  not  try  to  kill  you.” 

“Do  you  deny  that  you  fired  upon  us  at  Lake 
Nipsic?  You  certainly  tried  just  now  to  creep 
up  behind  us,  and  if  it  was  not  your  purpose  to 
kill  us  what  was  it?  Again,  what  about  this 
trap?  Can  you  explain  it?” 

But  Haggerty  seemed  as  much  puzzled  at  the 
disclosure  of  the  pit  and  its  covering  of  rotten 
planks  as  Fred  and  Terry. 

Instinctively  he  gazed  into  it,  and  so  did  the  ' 
others.  It  was  seen  to  be  deep,  and  walled  up 
•with  stone.  There  was  an  iron  rod  that  extended 
down  into  it,  and  at  intervals  on  the  rod  were 
projections  as  if  they  had  been  designed  for  a 
ladder. 


“Well,  I’ll  be  hanged!”  gasped  Haggerty. 
“This  is  a  revelation  to  me,  Fearnot,  for  I  never 
dreamed  of  it.  What  is  it?  It  does  not  look  like 
a  well,  or  cistern  for  water.  In  fact,  it  looks  for 
all  the  world  like  some  kind  of  an  underground 
place.” 

There  was  such  interest  now  that  friends  and 
foes  alike  forgot  their  feelings  toward  each  other, 
and  all  looked  down  into  the  pit.  It  was  then 
seen  that  the  bottom  was  paved,  and  that  a 
cavernous  passage  led  off  it.  Haggerty  gave  a 
great  shout: 

“We  have  found  it!  It  is  the  treasure  room 
that  old  Carroll  built.  To  think  that  nobody  ever 
thought  of  looking  under  that  platform  of  planks. 
Why,  it  was  supposed  that  it  was  only  a  board 
walk.” 

This  was  indeed  a  startling  conclusion,  and 
Fred  and  Terry  looked  at  each  other,  and  then 
saw  that  Haggerty  and  his  pal  were  glaring  at 
them  in  a  murderous  way.  The  eyes  of  Haggerty 
were  bloodshot. 


“Fearnot,”  he  said,  in  a  smothered  voice,  “you 
know  well  that  there  must  be  trouble  between 
us.  I  am  the  real  heir  to  this  property,  but  my 
old  skinflint  uncle’s  temper  caused  him  to  bar  me 
from  my  inheritance.  You  have  no  right  to  taka 
it  away  from  me.  I  claim  it,  and  if  you  do  not 
jrive  it  up  to  me  I  will  fight  to  the  death  for  it. 
There  will  have  to  be  war  between  us  to  the 

^p’red  was  very  calm,  but  he  looked  the  villain 

straight  in  the  eye.  ^  D  ,  o 

“I  have  signed  over  my  legacy  to  Miss  Rebecca 
Watson,  who  has  a  better  and  more  just  claim 

than  anybody  else.”  Unrr 

A  fearful  imprecation  escaped  the  lips  ot  Hag- 


irty 


You  have  done  this  as  a  fling  at  me.  You 


hate  me,  and  you  would  not  see  me  have  a 
chance.” 

.  “You  are  wrong!  I  do  not  hate  you,  nor  do  I 
care  anything  about  you.  But  it  was  the  dying 
■wish  of  Watson  that  not  a  cent  of  his  property 
should  go  to  you.  There  is  no  reason  why  his 
wishes  should  not  be  carried  out.” 

“I  hate  his  memory!”  hissed  Haggerty.  “I 
will  have  the  money,  and  no  man  shall  deny  me 
and  live.  Get  away  from  here  and  leave  it  to 
me,  or  I  will  kill  you.” 

With  that  Haggerty  made  a  leap  across  the 
opening  in  the  ground.  He  landed  right  m  front 
of  Fred,  and  in  his  hand  gleamed  a  terrible  knife. 
It  was  a  thrilling  moment.  Terry  was  ready  if 
he  should  attack  Fred,  and  he  watched  the  other 
villain  also.  Neither  he  nor  Fred  were  armed, 
but  they  believed  that  they  could  take  care  of 
themselves,  just  the  same.  Fred  faced  the  young 
villain  calmly.  He  put  up  a  hand  and  said: 

“Put  up  your  knife,  Haggerty.  You  can  do  no 
harm  for  if  you  try  to  use  that  weapon  on  me  I 
wid  turn  you  over  to  the  law,  and  the  result  will 
be  that  you  will  get  a  sentence  in  jail  that  will 
prevent  you  carrying  out  any  of  your  plans.  The 
best  thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  step  aside  and  let 
the  provisions  of  your  uncle’s  will  be  carried  out. 
Ferhaps  the  aunt  will  give  you  someiiiing,  and  I 
feel  quite  sure  she  will.” 

Fred  had  watched  the  fellow  carefully,  and  he 
sawT  that  he  was  only  looking  for  a  chance  to 
catch  him  off  his  guard.  Fred  accordingly  pre¬ 
tended  to  turn,  and  it  gave  the  villain  that  chance 
that  he  had  been  looking  for.  Quick  as  a  panther 
he  made  a  leap  forward,  and  tried  to  drive  the 
knife  into  Fred’s  breast.  Terry  had  given  a  yell 
of  warning,  but  Fred  was  quicker,  and  with  a  sud¬ 
den  turn  met  the  attack.  The  next  moment  Hag¬ 
gerty  was  rolling  on  the  ground  several  feet 
away.  Fred  had  dodged  him,  and  slipped  one 
foot  forward  and  tripped  him.  As  the  fellow 
went  down  the  knife  stuck  in  the  ground  and  was 
wrenched  from  his  hand.  He  was  upon  his  feet 
with  a  snarl  of  insane  fury,  but  Terry  had  the 
knife,  and  Fred  was  standing  over  him  with  fists 
doubled  up.  The  pal  had  started  forward  to  give 
aid,  but  he  saw  that  the  odds  were  too  great,  so 
he  kept  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  pit. 

“Confound  you,  Collins!”  yelled  Haggerty. 
“Why  didn’t  you  come  over,  too?  We  must  get 
these  chaps,  or  we  will  lose  all.” 

Collins  did  not  reply,  but  Fred  laughed  and 
said: 

“Your  friend  has  more  sense  than  you  have, 
Haggerty.  He  knows  when  he  is  on  the  safe 
side.” 

Haggerty  was  like  a  madman.  He  glared  at 
Fred,  for  he  could  see  that  he  was  beaten,  and 
still  the  desire  was  strong  upon  him  to  secure  the 
treasure  if  such  there  was.  He  was  baffled,  but 
ugly  to  the  verge  of  insanity.  But  how  he  was 
to  accomplish  his  ends  was  not  clear.  An  idea 
seemed  to  come  to  him,  though,  for  he  drew  back, 
and  with  a  black  look  said: 

“All  right!  You  have  won  this  time,  but  the 
next  move  will  be  mine.  I  will  get  you  for  this, 
Fearnot.  Come  on,  Collins!  I  am  a  pauper,  but 
I  can  hate,  and  I  will  have  revenge.” 

With  that  both  villains  slunk  away  and  disap¬ 
peared  in  the  direction  of  the  road.  Fred  stood 
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and  watched  them,  and  Terry  went  to  the  gate 
and  saw  them  disappear  in  the  direction  of  the 
town.  Then  Terry  came  back,  and  for  a  moment 
the  two  chums  were  at  a  loss  what  course  to  pur¬ 
sue. 

“We  have  gotten  rid  of  that  chap,  Fred,”  said 
Terry.  “Now,  what  shall  we  do?” 

“That  is  the  question,  Terry.  I  had  thought  of 
exploring  this  pit,  but  it  would  not  be  safe  to  go 
down  there  underground  for  fear  that  they  might 
come  back.  They  could  pen  us  in.” 

“That  is  right,  Fred.  I  suggest  that  we  explore 
it  one  at  a  time.  If  you  will  stand  guard  here  I 
■will  go  down  and  see  what  kind  of  a  place  it  is.” 

This  looked  like  a  good  plan,  and  Fred  agreed 
to  it.  So  Terry  proceed  to  slide  down  the  iron 
rod  that  led  down  into  the  pit.  He  went  down 
until  he  was  fully  twenty  feet  underground.  Then 
he  shouted  Up: 

“There  is  dry  bottom  here,  Fred.  It  seems  to 
be  tiled,  and  there  is  nothing  here.” 

Fred  leaned  over  the  edge  of  the  pit  and  called 
down: 

“Examine  the  floor  of  the  place,  Terry.  There 
must  be  something  there  to  explain  it.  Make 
some  kind  of  a  search.” 

Terry,  with  that,  resumed  his  search.  The  re¬ 
sult  was  that  he  suddenly  gave  a  shout.  He  had 
found  a  door  in  the  side  of  the  pit.  It  was  almost 
concealed  by  the  masonry.  But  Terry  pushed  on 
it,  and  it  gave  way.  He  saw  a  chamber  beyond, 
and  in  it  were  a  number  of  chests.  It  was  a 
strange  thing,  and  for  a  moment  he  thoiight  of 
the  stories  he  had  read  of  the  discovery  of  pirate 
treasure,  and  it  looked  improbable.  But  there 
were  the  chests. 

Terry  acted  upon  impulse,  and  stepped  up  to 
one  of  them,  and  was  astonished  to  find  that  it 
yielded  to  the  touch,  and.  as  he  lifted  the  cover 
he  gave  a  gasp.  There  was  a  heap  of  gold  and 
silver  in  the  chest.  It  is  not  necessary  to  say 
that  Olcott  was  stupefied  at  his  discovery.  He 
stood  for  a  moment  like  one  spellbound.  Then  he 
muttered: 

“By  jingo!  That  is  a  treasure  that  would  buy 
a  kingdom.  No  wonder  that  Haggerty  wanted  to 
secure  possession  of  the  Carroll  place.  Old  man 
Carroll  was  reputed  to  have  buried  treasure  here, 
and  the  story  was  not  an  exaggeration.  It  was 
true!” 


CHAPTER  VIII. — The  Buried  Treasure. 

Terry  was  so  pale  as  he  emerged  frofn  the  pit 
that  Fred  asked:  • 

“What  is  the  matter,  Terry?  You  look  bad! 
What  has  happened?” 

“I  am  all  right,  Fred,  but  I  am  going  to  stand 
guard  here  and  let  you  go  down  there  and  see 
what  is  there.” 

Fred  said  no  more,  but  he  slipped  down  the 
iron  rod  and  reached  the  very  bottom  of  the  pit. 
A  glance  was  enough.  He  saw  the  door  that 
opened  into  the  inner  room,  and  he  went  through 
and  stood  in  the  inner  room.  He  saw  the  two 
chests  and  looked  into  them.  He  was  fully  as 
dumfounded  as  Terry  had  been. 

It  was  a  startling  revelation,  and  he  examined 
the  money,  and  then,  without,  further  word,  step¬ 


ped  out  and  climbed  to  the  surface.  Terry  waa 
waiting  for  him,  and  said: 

“Did  you  see  it,  Fred?” 

“Yes!  I  must  say  that  it  is  startling.  1  he 
tale  of  the  buried  treasure  was  true,  after  all.” 

“So  it  was,  old  man.  It  is  an  immense  fortune! 
Of  course,  old  Watson  did  not  know  of  its  ex¬ 
istence.” 

“Of  course  not!  But  what  are  we  to  do?” 

That  was  the  problem.  It  looked  as  if  the 
treasure  was  Rebecca  Watson’s  for  the  Carroll 
place  had  been  turged  over  to  her  by  Fred.  It 
was  what  would  seem  like  an  immense  fortune  to 
the  invalid  woman. 

“We  must  send  to  the  town  and  get  help.  We 
cannot  take  it  out  alone,  and  it  would  not  be  safe 
anyway.  There  must  be  a  guard  placed  there,  and 
an  armed  one  at  that.” 

It  was  finally  decided  that  Terry  would  go  into 
town,  and  call  Lawyer  Crab  and  the  constable, 
and  several  of  the  leading  citizens,  and  let  them 
take  charge  of  the  treasure. 

With  that  Terry  set-out  as  fast  as  he  could  go. 
Fred  was  left  alone  at  the  pit,  but  he  was  not 
afraid,  though  he  was  not  armed.  He  knew  his 
peril,  but  he  knew  that  there  was  no  other  'way. 
He  kept  a  sharp  lookout  for  foes.  Terry  had 
been  gone  half  an  hour,  and  Fred  had  become 
anxious  about  his  return  when  suddenly  he  heard 
sounds  from  the  road.  He  looked  thither,  and 
saw  that  Haggerty  was  coming  with  three  other 
men.  There  was  a  horse  and  wagon  in  the  road, 
and  they  had  left  it  there.  Straight  for  the  pit 
and  Fred  the  four  men  came  with  hasty  tread. 
FTed  saw  that  they  had  come  to  attack  him.  It 
was  a  thrilling  moment.  Fred  had  not  a  weapon 
of  any  kind  except  the  knife  that  he  had  taken 
away  from  Haggerty.  But  he  faced  the  foe  with 
brave  heart. 

“Now,  Fearnot,”  snarled  Haggerty,  as  he  came 
up  with  his  companions,  “there  is  not  to  be  any 
nonsense  about  this  matter.  We  are  here  to  ex¬ 
plore  that  pit,  and  you  must  not  interfere  with 
us.” 

Fred  faced  the  villains,  and  looked  hopefully 
toward  the  town  for  some  sign  of  Terry  and  the 
others.  But  they  did  not  seem  to  be  near. 

“You  know  that  I  will  not  permit  you  to  do 
that,  Haggerty.  I  warn  you  that  it  will  go  hard 
with  you  if  you  interfere  here.” 

“Get  at  it,  men,”  snapped  Haggerty.  “If  he 
does  not  give  up  readily,  kill  him.  We  are  here 
for  business.” 

The  ruffians  closed  in  on  Fred,  who  stood  his 
ground.  He  grabbed  a  club,  and  as  they  came  up 
he  laid  one  of  them  out  with  a  dexterous  blow. 
Then  there  followed  a  fight  that  was  terrific. 
Fred  certainly  made  a  bold  stand,  and  he  would 
have  conquered  if  there  had  not  been  quite  so 
many  of  the  foe.  As  it  was.  he  knocked  out  two 
of  them,  and_  would  have  held  the  others  off*,  but 
the  club  he  had  as  a  weapon  broke,  and  he  was  the 
next  moment  in  a  hamMo-hand  struggle  with  the 
foe  at  close  quarters.  The  result  was  that  Fred 
was  finally  crushed  to  the  ground,  and  then  rope'* 
bound  him,  and  a  gag  was  thrust  into  his  mouth. 
Haggeitv,  out  ol  breath  and  bruised,  snailed  at 
him: 

“We  ought  to  have  killed  you  for  making  ail 


FRED  FEARNOTS  STRANGE  LEGACY 


15 


that  trouble.  You  ought  to  have  known  that  you 
could  not  beat  the  odds  against  you.” 

Fred  made  no  answer,  but  he  hoped  and  prayed 
for  the  coming  of  Terry.  He  could  not  under¬ 
stand  why  he  was  so  long  in  coming.  But  he 
lay  upon  the  ground  and  saw  two  of  the  ruf¬ 
fians  go  down  into  the  pit.  He  knew  that  of 
course  they  would  find  the  treasure,  and  that  they 
would  endeavor  to  remove  it  at  once.  If  only 
Terry  would  come  there  might  be  a  chance  to  de¬ 
feat  them. 

Down  into  the  pit  they  went,  and  the  result 
■was,  of  course,  that  the  discovery  of  the  treasure 
made  a  sensation.  He  could  hear  the  wild 
shouts  of  triumph  and  joy,  and  then  he  saw  them 
bring  up  the  chests  one  after  the  other.  In  a  few 
moments  they  had  them  in  the  wagon.  Then 
Haggerty  came  up  to  Fred  as  he  lay  on  the 
ground  helpless,  and  shook  his  fist  in  his  face, 
and  said  with  a  hiss: 

“We  have  it,  Fearnot,  and  that  is  the  end  of 
it.  I  am  only  taking  what  belongs  to  me.  Some 
day  I  will  settle  with  you.  Just  now  I  am  better 
content  to  let  you  off.” 

Fred  made  no  reply,  but  he  writhed  in  his 
bonds,  and  listened  for  some  sounds  that  would 
tell  him  that  Terry  was  coming.  The  wagon 
rolled  away,  and  silence  followed.  It  was  long 
after  this  that  he  heard  at  last  the  sound  of 
voices,  and  then  he  saw  Terry,  with  Crab  and 
the  constable  and  his  men  coming  up.  Terry 
gave  a  gasp  of  horror  as  he  saw  Fred  helpless  on 
the  ground.  In  a  moment  he  was  over  him  and 
had  released  him. 

“What  is  this,  Fred?  Did  thev  get  vou  after 

all?” 

“It  seems  that  they  did,  Terry,  for  they  were 
too  strong  for  me,  and  I  was  unarmed.  They  have 
taken  the  treasure  away,  but  they  drove  off  down 
the  road,  and  can  be  overtaken,  I  believe.” 

It  did  not  take  long  to  explain  all  to  Crab  and 
the  constable.  It  happened  that  they  had  come 
over  in  the  constable’s  motor  car,  and  Crab  said 
excitedly: 

“Gentlemen.  I  advise  that  we  start  in  pursuit 
at  once.  The  constable  here  is  armed,  and  we 
ought  to  overtake  them  with  the  motor  car.  They 
are  no  doubt  on  their  way  to  Canada.”  - 

“That  is  the  right  plan,”  agreed  the  constable. 
“I  will  leave  men  here  to  guard  the  place  until 
we  return.  Of  course,  you  have  not  made  a  com¬ 
plete  examination  of  the  place,  Mr.  Fearnot?” 

“By,no  means!  There  may  be  other  treasure.” 

But  the  one  thing  now  was  to  overtake  the 
thieves.  So  with  that  Fred  and  Terry  and  Crab, 
with  the  constable,  were  soon  in  his  motor  car, 
and  spinning  over  the  road  in  chase  of  the  vil- 
*  lains. 

“We  must  overtake  them  before  dark  if  pos¬ 
sible,”  said  Fred.  “If  not,  it  will  be  hard  to  get 

them.” 

The  constable  put  on  more  power,  and  the  car 
aped  on  faster.  But  still  no  sign  of  the  fugitives 
was  seen.  It  would  have  seemed  that  they  should 
have  been  overtaken  before  this.  As  darknes3 
abut  down  the  constable,  whose  name  was  Hayden, 
•aid: 

“Gentlemen,  I  am  afraid  that  we  have  done  all 
t  we  can.  They  will  surely  slip  us  in  the  dark, 
would*  not  be  hard  for  them  to  get  onto  a 


train  at  some  place  and  be  hundreds  of  miles 
away  before  morning.” 

The  motor  car  was  brought  to  a  stop  at  cross¬ 
roads.  It  was  impossible  to  tell  which  road  the 
fugitives  had  taken,  but  Fred  said: 

“We  ought  not  to  give  up  the  chase  yet.  They 
must  be  caught,  and  it  is  better  to  go  on  at 
random  than  to  gave  it  up.” 

is  all  right,  sir,”  said  the  constable, 
‘  but  this  is  the  end  of  my  jurisdiction,  for  I 
could  not  make  an  arrest  in  this  State.  I  am 
only  a  Connecticut  officer.  Then  I  have  duties 
at  home  that  I  cannot  neglect.  I  am  afraid  that 
my  part  in  this  affair  will  have  to  end  here.” 

\  I  can  understand  your  position,  gentlemen,” 
said  Fred,  “but  my  pard  and  I  have  no  idea  of 
giving  up  the  quest,  and  we  will  have  to  go  on. 
But  if  you  will  run  us  to  the  next  town  we  will 
be  grateful.” 

Of  course,  this  request  could  not  be  refused  by 
the  constable,  and  he  at  once  agreed.  They  ran 
on  to  the  next  town,  which  was  named  Warren. 

So  at  \\  arren  the  constable  and  the  lawyer 
turned  about  and  started  back  to  Crossville.  In 
all  reason  Fred  and  Terry  could  not  expect  more 
of  them,  for  they  could  not  give  up  their  other 
duties.  But  the  two  boys  were  now  eager  to 
get  track  of  Haggerty  and  his  pal.  They  had  ab¬ 
solutely  no  clew  now,  but  they  simply  assumed 
that  they  would  drop  the  team  somewhere  and 
take  a  train  for  Canada.  With  that  assumption 
Fred  discussed  with  Terry  the  practicality  of 
going  to  Canada  and  securing  extradition,  but 
Terry  said: 

That  is  all  right,  Fred,  but*  we  have  first  to 
find  the  rascals.  They  may  hide  somewhere  up 
theie,  and  get  a  steamer  to  Europe.  Then  they 
would  be  beyond  pursuit.” 

“I  have  considered  all  that,  Terry.  But  we  can¬ 
not  remain  here  with  any  profit.  Every  hour 
is  a  loss,  and  we  must  go  on.” 

The  boys  then  took  up  a  plan  that  they  be¬ 
lieved  would  lead  to  the  best  results.  They  stud¬ 
ied  a  map  of  the  road  leading  north  in  the  event 
of  the  villains  not  taking  the  cars  to  Canada, 
and  they  decided  upon  what  looked  like  a  likely 
course.  With  that  decided,  they  secured  the  ser¬ 
vices  of  a  chaffeur  in  the  town,  and  despite  the 
lateness  of  the  hour  they  set  out  on  the  chase. 
They  had  not  the  slightest  clew,  but  went  on  at 
random.  The  result  was  that  they  ran  north¬ 
ward  all  that  night,  and  at  daybreak  came  to  a 
town  named  Hadley.  Here,  for  the  first  time, 
they  secured  a  clew.  It  gave  them  much  joy 

They  learned  that  the  fugitives  had  actually 
been  right  ahead  of  them  all  the  way,  and  that 
the  same  roads  had  been  traversed.  They  had 
also  abandoned  the  horse  and  wagon,  and  secured 
a  motor  car  at  one  of  the  towns  through  which 
they  passed.  Despite  the  fact  that  they  had  had 
no  sleep  except  the  little  that  they  could  snatch 
on  the  run,  they  pushed  on  in  pursuit.  The  morn¬ 
ing  light  was  breaking,  and  it  was  declared  by 
the  chauffeur  that  they  were  drawing  near  the 
Vermont  line  when  suddenly  they  turned  a  bend 
in  the  road  and  came  upon  a  thrilling  scene.  A 
motor  car  was  ditched,  and  four  men  were  en¬ 
gaged  in  a  deadly  struggle  in  the  roadway. 

It  required  but  a  glance  for  Fred  to  see  what 
it  meant.  He  recognized  Haggerty  and  his  com¬ 
panions,  and  they  were  fighting  among  them- 
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selves  to  the  death.  One  of  them  just  then  fell 
with  a  terrible  cry  of  agony,  with  a  knife  in  his 
arm;  Haggerty  himself  was  fighting  two  of  the 
ruffians  with  a  desperation  that  was  awful  to 
witness.  Fred  and  Terry  leaped  out  of  the  motor 
car  and  ran  forward.  Without  pausing  to  in¬ 
quire  what  it  was  all  about  the  two  youths  sprang 
in  among  the  ruffians  and  proceeded  to  smash 
them  right  and  left.  Terry  knocked  out  one  of 
them  with  a  crack  to  the  jaw  that  was  terrible  in 
it  force.  Fred  scattered  the  gang  and  made  a 
line  for  Haggerty.  But  the  other  two  villains 
ran  for  their  lives,  yelling: 

“It  is  all  up!  Get  out,  boys,  while  you  can.” 

But  Haggerty  made  the  air  vile  with  his  foul 
epithets,  and  struggled  madly  with  Fred.  He  was 
unable  to  cope  with  Fearnot,  though,  and  was 
soon  overcome  and  rendered  helpless.  Fred  bore 
him  to  the  ground  and  called  out  to  the  chauffeur 
to  bring  some  rope  from  the  motor  car.  The 
chauffeur,  who  was  so  terrified  that  he  had  not 
•been  able  to  do  anything,  responded  slowly.  In 
a  few  moment  Haggerty  was  bound  securely 
hands  and  feet.  He  was  the  picture  of  fury  and 
hate. 

“You  will  pay  for  this,  Fearnot,”  he  hissed, 
with  hate  in  every  line  of  his  face.  “You  have 
tried  to  balk  me  of  my  rights,  and  I  will  never 
forget  it.  I  will  yet  have  the  chance  to  get  at 
you.” 

“Spare  your  threats,  Haggerty,”  said  Fred 
coolly.  “It  seems  that  you  had  more  trouble  with 
your  friends  than  you  have  had  with  me.” 

With  that  Haggerty  began  to  revile  them,  and 
exclaimed : 

“I  will  live  to  see  them  all  wiped  off  the  earth. 
They  were  traitors,  and  wanted  to  get  all  the 
money  away  from  me.  They  were  not  willing 
to  a  fair  division.  Of  course,  the  larger  part 
of  it  belongs  to  me,  as  I  was  the  heir.” 

“Hardly!”  said  Fred.  “It  is  not  proved  that 
the  money  belonged  to  your  uncle.  It  was  placed 
there  by  Carroll,  as  is  believed.” 

“That  makes  no  difference.  My  uncle  bought 
the  place,  and  took  all  that  went  with  it.  The 
treasure  belongs  to  him.” 

Terry  had  examined  the  automobile,  and  found 
that  the  chests  of  monoy  were  safe  in  the  car. 
Fred  now  ordered  that  Haggerty  and  the  one 
companion  whom  they  had  captured  with  him 
should  be  put  in  the  motor  car,  and  that  a  re¬ 
turn  to  Connecticut  should  be  made  as  rapidly 
as  possible.  But  Haggerty  called  out: 

“Don’t  forget  that  we  are  in  Massachusetts, 
and  you  cannot  make  an  arrest  here  without  a 
warrant  sworn  out  here.” 

“We  are  not  making  an  arrest,  for  none  of 
us  are  officers,  Haggertv.”  said  Fred.  “We  are 
simply  taking  you  back  to  Connecticut,  where 
we  will  call  upon  the  proper  officers  there  to 
make  the  arrest.” 

“Then  you  are  committing  the  crime  of  an  as¬ 
sault.” 

“All  right!  We  will  answer  to  that,  and  ac¬ 
cept  the  penalty  for  the  sake  of  taking  vou  back 
to  Crossville.” 


<  HAPTER  IX. — A  Question  of  Rights. 

It  was  late  the  next  morning  that  the  party 
rolled  into  the  town  of  Crossville,  and  Fred  drove 


at  once  to  the  home  of  Constable  Hayden  and 
called  him  out.  The  constable  was  surprised, 
but  he  at  once  took  the  prisoners  in  charge,  and 
they  were  locked  up  in  the  town  jail.  Then  Fred 
sent  for  Lawyer  Crab,  and  the  treasure  chests 
were  taken  to  the  local  bank  and  placed  in  the 
vaults  for  safe  keeping.  Fred  and  Terry  held 
a  consultation  with  Lawyer  Crab,  and  they  went 
over  to  see  Miss  W  atson.  They  found  the  spins¬ 
ter  some  better,  and  she  was  astonished  at  the 
news  of  the  discovery. 

“I  do  not  care  for  the  treasure,  she  said.  “I 
am  not  a  lover  of  great  wealth.  I  would  rather 
have  only  enough  to  get  along  with  in  comfort, 
and  somebody  else  may  have  the  treasure.” 

“It  would  be  very  inadvisable  to  turn  it  over 
to  your  nephew,  Miss  Watson,”  said  Crab.  “He 
would  only  spend  it  and  make  a  fool  of  himself.” 

“I  am  old  and  feeble,  and  will  soon  die,”  she 
said.  “It  will  be  of  no  use  to  me,  and  I  would 
rather  have  some  person  have  it  who  can  make 
use  of  it  in  the  right  way.” 

She  looked  at  Fred  as  she  said  this,  but  Fred 
declared  that  he  could  not  very  well  take  charge 
of  it.  But  he  added: 

“If  you  wish  I  will  take  care  of  it  for  you.  I 
will  see  that  it  is  properly  invested,  and  that 
you  get  the  interest.” 

Miss  Watson  thanked  him  warmly,  and  seemed 
pleased  that  Fred  would  take  the  care  off  h«r 
shoulders.  Fred  promised  to  do  this,  and  then 
he  and  Lawyer  Crab  left  the  house.  But  when 
they  reached  the  street  Crab- said: 

“Fearnot,  you  ought  to  go  over  to  the  bank 
and  have  that  treasure  counted  and  render  an 
accurate  report  of  its  total.  There  is  nobody 
else  to  do  it  but  you.” 

So  Fred  and  the  lawyer  went  over  to  the  bank. 

■1  hey  weie  admitted,  and  then  they  were  ac¬ 
companied  to  the  bank  vaults  by  one  of  the 
clerks.  The  chests  were  brought  out  and  opened 
and  the  money  was  disclosed.  Fred  had  asked 
the  services  of  one  of  the  bank’s  clerks  as  an  as¬ 
sistant  to  count  the  money.  The  clerk  now  began 
to  puli  out  the  rolls  of  banknotes,  and  also  to 
pull  out  the  bags  of  coins.  But  as  he  began  to 
count  the  bills  he  suddenly  gave  a  start,  and  held 
one  of  them  up  to  the  light.  Fred  noticed  the 
move,  and  he  asked : 

“What  is  the  matter?” 

i  \  thl^k  this  is  a  counterfeit,”  said  the 
clerk.  •  It  looks  very  much  like  it.” 

Fred  was  surprised,  but  he  took  the  bill  and 
looked  at  it.  It  looked  good  to  him,  but  the  clerk 
declared  positively  that  it  was  not  a  genuine 
bill  and  with  that  the  cashier  of  the  bank  was 
called.  He  verified  the  word  of  the  clerk 
“It  is  a  counterfeit,”  lie  said.  “It  is  a  clever 
'-ne,  and  looks  as  if  it  was  made  by  a  gang  that 
flooded  the  country  with  spurious  money  about 
five  years  ago  There  were  coins  of  silver  and 
gold,  and  banknotes. of  several  denomination* 
and  it  was  never  found  out  who  made  them." 

Fred  was  astounded,  for  a  sudden  startling 
thought  came  to  him.  He  went  to  the  chest  and 
pulled  out  a  roll  of  banknotes. 

“Please  examine  these?”  he  asked.  "Tell  me  if  I 
any  of  them  are  not  genuine?" 

1  he  cashier  took  the  notes  and  ran  them  o'er 
quickly.  He  threw  out  one  after  another  of 
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them.  He  reached  the  end  of  the  pile,  which 
would  total  a  large  amount,  and  said: 

“Not  one  of  them  are  good!  They  are  all 
counterfeit,” 

Fred  whistled.  He  was  astonished,  but  a  sud¬ 
den  light  began  to  break  over  him.  He  looked 
at  Crab,  who  was  also  impressed.  • 

“What  do  you  think  of  that,  Crab?” 

The  lawyer  came  nearer,  and  pulled  out  pile 
after  pile  of  the  banknotes,  and  placed  them  be¬ 
fore  the  expert,  who  pronounced  all  of  them 
rank  counterfeits.  But  he  said: 

“None  but  an  expert  coYild  tell  that.  They 
and  a  splendid  specimen  of  work  in  that  line. 
They  were  made  by  skillfull  workmen.” 

“Then,”  shid  Fred,  “I  believe  that,  far  from 
finding  a  treasure  trove,  we  have  simply  un¬ 
earthed  the  secret  of  a  counterfeit  den  that  ex¬ 
isted  many  years  ago.” 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence.  The  bank  em¬ 
ployees  and  Crab  looked  at  each  other,  and  the 
same  opinion  was  now  seen  to  be  in  the  minds 
of  all.  But  Terry  said: 

“I  do  not  see  how  that  is  going  to  be  estab¬ 
lished  until  you  have  examined  all  the  coins  as 
well  as  banknotes.” 

“You  are  right,  Mr.  Olcott!”  said  Crab.  “I 
think  that  it  would  be  well  to  do  that.” 

So  Fred  asked  the  cashier  if  he.  would  let 
them  have  a  couple  more  clerks  who  would  be 
experts  in  the  counterfeit  money  business.  The 
cashier  agreed  to  this,  and  the  clerks  began 
to  work.  It  took  half  a  day  to  handle  all  the 
money,  but  at  last  it  was  all  counted  over,  and 
there  was  not  one  coin,  gold  or  silver,  that  was 
found  to  be  genuine,  nor  a  single  banknote. 

“Well,”  he  said,  “the  great  treasure  bubble  has 
burst.  But  what  would  have  happened  to  poor 
Haggerty  if  he  had  taken  that  bogus  stuff  to 
Canada  and  tried  to  pass  it.  He  would  have 
landed  behind  bars  pretty  quick.” 

“For  that  escape  he  ows  you,”  said  the  cashier, 
with  a  laugh.  “But  I  am  not  sure  that  you  have 
done  the  right  thing  after  all.  It  might  not 
have  been  so  bad  to  have  let  him  go.” 

“If  I  had  known  the  truth  I  would  not  have 
stopped  him,”  said  Fred.  “It  would  have  been 
a  rich  lesson.” 

“I  do  not  believe  thatWVatson  knew  anything 
about  it,”  said  the  cashier.  “He  was  not  the 
kind  of  man  to  play  any  such  game  as  that.  If 
he  had  found  the  hidden  money  he  would  have 
made  use  of  it  or  restored  it  to  the  heirs  of 
Carroll.  He  was  an  honest  man.” 

It  was  the  opinion  of  the  others  that  the 
financier  would  have  done  this  very  thing.  It 
was  not  believed  that  he  knew  of  the  presence  of 
the  counterfeiter's  den  under  the  Carroll  yard. 
But  now  that  the  discovery  had  been  made,  it 
was  suggested  that  a  further  examination  of  the 
treasure  vault  should  be  made.  There  might  be 
other  and  corroborative  evidence.  So  with  that 
idea  Fred  and  Terry  left  the  bank,  and  went 
over  to  the  Carroll  house.  They  were  accom¬ 
panied  by  Crab.  There  was  an  armed  guard  at 
the  house. 

He  permitted  the  visitors  ta  enter,  of  course, 
and  quickly  Fred  placed  the  ladder  in  the  pit, 
and  he  descended.  He  was  followed  by  Terry  and 
Lawyer  Crab.  A  close  examination  was  made 
•f  the  /ault,  and  then  another  secret  door  was 
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- .  iea  mto  an  interior  vault,  and  there 

some  discoveries  were  made  that  were  startling. 
A  complete  counterfeiting  outfit  was  discovered, 
and  plates  for  printing  the  banknotes.  All  the 
paiapher nalia  of  the  counterfeiter  was  found 
there.  No  further  evidence  was  needed,  and  the 
outfit  was  taken  out  nad  delivered  up  to  the  con¬ 
stable.  I  he  mystery  of  the  Carroll  house  was  out 
at  last.  But  there  were  some  things  that  had 
not  yet  been  explained  to  Fred  satisfactorily. 
He  could  not  yet  understand  why  old  Watson 
had  really  left  him  the  Carroll  place  unless  he 
nad  some  knowledge  of  the  secret. 

In  vain  he  and  Terrv  pondered  over  the  pro- 

decided  to  go  over  to  the  jail  and  talk 
with  Haggerty.  Ihe  nephew  was  so  shocked  that 
he  nearly  fainted.  He  would  not  at  first  believe 
the  story,  but  Fred  brought  some  of  the  money 
and  showed  it  to  him.  Then,  and  then  only,  was 
he  convinced 

was  lucky  that  I  did  not  get  away 
with  that  stuff  after  all,”  he  said.  “I  would 
have  got  into  trouble  in  earnest.  But  now  that 
it  is  ail  over  you  ought  to  let  me  out  of  here.” 

I  do  not  think  that  any  charge  will  be  brought 
against  you  by  Miss  Watson,  and  we  certainly 
will  not  bring  any,”  said  Fred.  “It  will  rest 
with  the  court  whether  you  are  released  of  not.” 

Fred  told  him  that  he  would  not  appear  against 
him  at  the  hearing  and  that  he  might  be  dis¬ 
charged.  But  he  promised  nothing  more,  for  he 
knew  that  he  was  a  scamp,  and  deserved  all  that 
he  got.  But  now  that  the  buried  treasure  had 
proved  to  be  nothing  more  than  bogus  money, 
the  Government  officers  were  notified,  and  they 
came  to  Crossville  and  took  charge  of  the  stuff. 
There  could  no  charge  be  made  against  anyone, 
for  the  counterfeiters  are  dead.  That  old 
man  Carroll  had  been  the  leader  of  the  gang 
there  was  little  doubt.  The  charge  against  the 
nephew  Haggerty  was  not  pressed,  by  the  advice 
of  Fearnot,  and  he  was  set  free.  Thus  matters 
were  when  new  developments  came  up.  Fred  and 
Terry  had  decided  to  return  to  New  York,  satis¬ 
fied  that  they  had  done  their  part,  and  in  giving 
up  the  legacy  to  Rebecca  Watson  they  had  settled 
all  m  the  best  manner. 

Hump  Haggerty  disappeared  after  his  release 
fiom  the  jail,  and  his  pals  skipped  out  also.  The 
transfer  of  the  Carroll  property  to  Miss  Watson 
had  been  made,  and  she  was  enabled  to  realize 
several  hundred  dollars  from  the  sale  of  the 
land  upon  which  the  house  stood,  which  would 
b(  enough  to  keep  her  out  of  want,  perhaps  for 
the  rest  of  her  life.  The  buyer  of  the place 
was  a  well-known  citizen  named  Harris  and  ’t 
was  his  purpose  to  tear  down  the  old  building 
and  build  another.  But  the  day  that  Harris  be¬ 
gan  work  tearing  down  the  building,  Fred  and 
Terry  thought  that  they  would  go  over  and  see 
the  place  once  more.  When  they  arrived  there 
they  found  the  workmen  at  work. 

T,hei,oldi,uil<‘inff  was  Perfectly  rotten,  and  onlv 
a  shell.  The  walls  fell  in  at  the  touch  The 
workmen  began  to  dig  away  the  debris  when 
suddenly  one  of  them  gave  a.Joud  shout.  He 
picked  up  a  board  and  showed  a  long  and  doen 
box  which  was  reallv  hidden  in  the  partition 
It  was  burst  open  by  the  fall  of  the  building  and  ' 
there  was  revealed  quite  a  heap  of  gold  coin. 

At  once  the  foreman  of  the  job  came  up  and  with 
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him  were  Fred  and  Terry.  At  sight  of  the  coins 
Terry  exclaimed: 

“More  of  the  bogus  money!'’ 

But  Fred  was  impressed  by  the  gleam  of  the 
coins,  and  he  reached  down  and  took  up  a  hand¬ 
ful  of  them.  He  gave  a  start  and  said : 

“Terry,  you  are  dead  wrong!  This  time  we 
have  found  the  real  stuff.  This  is  »o*old!” 

Instantly  Harris  came  upon  excitedly  and  said : 

“Gentlemen,  I  bought  this  place,  and  all  that 
is  found  here  is  mine.  I  hope  that  you  will 
recognize  that  fact.” 

“We  certainly  do,  Harris,”  said  Fred,  “but  con¬ 
sidering  that  you  bought  it  at  a  low  figure,  and 
that  you  will  make  a  profit  out  of  it  anyway,  you 
should  consider  that  the  money  found  here  ought 
to  go  to  the  poor  woman  of  whom  you  bought 
the  place.  It  is  no  doubt  the  legacy  that  Wat¬ 
son  hid  here  and  intended  should  be  found  by 
me  when  he  willed  the  place  to  me.” 

Harris  was  inclined  to  differ  with  Fred,  for  it 
concerned  his  own  pocketbook.  He  argued  that 
he  had  taken  a  chance  in  buying  the  place,  and 
that  what  went  with  it  was  his.  Fred  saw  that 
it  was  no  use  to  appeal  to  his  generosity  and  that 
he  really  could  claim  the  money,  so  he  drew  back, 
saying : 

“All  right,  Harris.  As  you  say,  the  money  can 
be  claimed  by  you,  and  nobody  can  say  nay.  But 
if  I  had  found  it,  I  would  have  seen  that  it  went 
to  the  right  party.” 

“Oh,  you  would,  eh?”  asked  Harris.  “Well, 
you  see  you  are  a  rich  man,  and  can  spare  it.  But 
I  am  poor  and  cannot  afford  to  lose  it.  This  will 
mean  much  to  me.” 

Fred  and  Terry  went  back  to  the  hotel.  They 
met  Lawyer  Crab  there,  and  told  him  about  the 
find.  The  old  lawyer  was  greatly  astonished, 
and  said : 

“Well,  that  shows  that  Benjamin  Watson  meant 
that  you  should  have  that  money.  I  believe  that 
you  could  sue  and  recover  it.  But  it  would  mean 
a  long  suit  in  court.” 

“I  would  not  do  that,”  said  Fred.  “If  Harris 
is  not  generous  enough  to  do  the  right  thing  let 
him  have  it.” 

Of  course,  the  report  spread  far  and  wide 
that  real  treasure  had  been  found  in  the  ruins 
of  the  old  Carroll  house.  Then  there  was  wild 
excitement  over  the  matter,  and  many  people 
were  sorry  that  they  had  not  been  the  purchasers 
of  the  property,  which  had  been  deemed  worth¬ 
less.  But  the  matter  was  settled,  and  there  was 
no  Use  to  argue  over  it.  Harris  had  bought  the 
place,  and  what  he  found  upon  it  was  of  course 
his,  lawfully  and  lagally.  The  next  morning  a 
still  more  startling  report  ran  through  the  town. 
A  neighbor  of  the  contractor,  Harris,  called  at 
his  house  early  in  the  morning,  and  was  sur¬ 
prised  to  find  the  front  window  open,  and  signs  of 
blood  on  the  sill.  Raps  on  the  door  failed  to  start 
anyone,  and  the  neighbor  went  into  the  house 
through  the  window.  He  found  a  startling  con¬ 
dition  of  affairs.  The  contractor  was  unconscious 
in  his  bed,  and  others  of  his  family  had  been 
drugged  in  their  sleep,  and  were  also  unconscious. 

It  required  the  hard  work  of  a  medical  man 
to  save  them,  for  the  drug  had  been  powerful. 
But  at  last  they  were  resuscitated,  and  then  the 
thrilling  story  was  told. 

"It  was  that  scoundrel  Haggerty,”  declared 


Harris,  wildly.  “He  came  in  here  in  the  night 
and  drugged  Us  all.  I  remember  seeing  him 
come  in  with  his  pals,  and  he  knocked  me  over 
the  head,  and  that  is  all  that  I  can  remember. 
But  he  was  after  the  gold  that  I  found  at  the 
Carroll  house,  and  he  has  got  it.” 

This  was  an  astounding  revelation.  Search 
resulted  in  the  establishment  of  the  fact  that  the 
nephew  who  was  money-mad  had  really  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  opening  the  safe  which  was  in  the 
contractor’s  room,  and  had  taken  out  the  box 
of  gold  and  had  skipped.  When  this  was  all 
demonstrated,  and  the"  news  reached  the  ears  of 
Fred  and  Terry,  they  were  dumfounded.  Fred 
looked  at  his  chum  and  said: 

“We  are  easy,  Terrv!  We  had  that  young 
wretch  once  under  guard,  and  to  think  that  he 
was  let  go  free.  He  meant  to  get  that  money, 
and  he  has  done  so.” 


CHAPTER  X. — Conclusion. 

Harris  was  in  an  awful  rage  over  the  loss  of 
his  gold,  and  he  swore  that  he  would  track  the 
thief  to  the  death.  He  raved  wildly,  and  made 
a  wild  scene.  It  was  impossible  for  Fred  to 
talk  with  him  reasonably.  As  last  Fred  gave 
it  up  and  left.  There  was  no  reason  why  he 
should  take  any  initiative  in  the  matter.  It  was 
an  affair  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  with.  So 
after  he  had  talked  it  over  with  Terry  he  said: 

“I  am  really  tired  of  the  whole  ffair,  Terry. 
We  have  done  our  duty  here,  and  now  I  suggest 
that  we  return  home.  I  am  going  back  to  New 
York  and  forget  all  about  it.” 

Terry  was  fully  agreed  with  his  chum,  and  the 
result  was  that  they  boarded  a  train  the  next 
day  and  quietly  left  town.  In  due  time  they 
reached  the  metropolis,  and  went  straight  to 
Fred’s  home  in  Fifth  avenue.  They  found  Fred’s 
parents  waiting  for  their  return,  and  Mrs.  Fear- 
not  said  with  delight: 

“Fred,  dear,  I  am  so  glad  that  you  have  got 
back.  Now  you  will  tell  us  all  about  that  legacy 
that  was  left  you  by  that  old  man  at  Crossville. 
Was  it  valuable,  after  all?” 

Fred  made  up  a  grimace  and  answered: 

“Well,  mother,  I  almost  feel  as  if  my  time  was' 
wasted.  But  we  did  do  a  kirtfl  old  lady  a  favor 
by  turning  the  property  over  to  her.” 

With  that  Fred  told  his  parents  all  about  the 
affair  at  Crossville,  and  Judge  Fearnot  grabbed 
his  boy’s  hand  and  said: 

“You  did  just  right,  Fred.  I  know  that  I  can 
always  trust  my  boy  to  do  the  right  thing.” 

“You  can,  dad,  in  such  a  case  as  that,”  said 
Fred,  laughingly.  “I  could  not  take  anything 
away  from  a  legal  heir  like  Miss  Watson.  But 
the  theft  of  the  gold  from  Harris  I  do  not  feel 
so  badly  about,  as  I  do  not  think  that  he  ought 
in  honor  to  have  kept  it,  anyway.  It  reallv  be¬ 
longed  to  the  spinster.” 

It  happened  that  the  next  morning  Fred  and 
Terry  decided  to  take  a  walk  to  the  Park,  which 
was  not  far  distant  from  the  house.  They  walked 
along  Fifth  avenue,  and  as  they  did  so  they  met 
many  people  who  bowed  to  them  in  passiivg.  The 
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two  youths  were  well  and  widely  known  in  the 
eity.  But  at  last  they  reached  the  entrance  of 
the  Park.  Just  then  a  taxicab  came  dashing 
along,  and  as  it  came  opposite  the  boys  a  man  in¬ 
side  thrust  his  head  out  of  the  window  and  bawled 
some  orders  to  the  driver.  Instantly  Fred  gave 
a  gasp  and  Terry  did  the  same. 

“Thunder!  Do  you  recognize  that  chap,  Fred ?” 

“It  is  Haggerty!”  .  . 

It  was  the  thieving  and  profligate  nephew.  He 
was  pretty  drunk,  and  was  evidently  having  the 
time  of  his  life  with  the  ill-gotten  gold  that  he 
had  secured  from  Harris.  The  cab  was  out  of 
sight  before  Fred  and  Terry  could  really  recover, 
and  Fred  was  unable  to  catch  it.  But  he  hailed 
another  that  was  passing,  and  directed  the  driver 
to  try  to  overhaul  the  one  in  which  was  Hag¬ 
gerty.  The  driver  did  his  best,  but  he  was  un¬ 
able  to  find  it.  A  long  ride  through  the  Park 
resulted  in  failure. 


“It  is  of  no  use,  Fred,”  said  Terry.  “He  has 
given  us  the  slip.” 

“That  is  so!  I  hoped  that  we  would  overtake 
him.” 

“See  here,  of  what  use  would  that  have  been? 
Would  you  care  to  turn  him  over  to  the  law? 
We  have  no  further  interest  in  the  matter  now.” 

“That  is  so,  but  I  have  a  curiosity  to  see  the 
rogue  and  have  a  talk  with  him,  anyway.” 

Fred  decided  that  he  would  do  this,  anyway, 
but  he  did  not  know  how  he  was  to  find  the  pro¬ 
fligate.  But  at  last  he  bethought  himself  of  a 
plan.  There  was  no  doubt  that  Haggerty  would 
go  it  strong  while  his  money  lasted.  He  would 
be  likely  be  found  in  some  big  hotel,  for  his 
likely  be  found  in  some  big  hotel.  It  occurred 
to  Fred  to  look  for  him  in  some  such  place.  When 
he  conveyed  this  plan  to  Terry  he  said: 

“I  am  with  you,  old  man.  We  can  have  a  little 
fun  out  of  it,  anyway.  We  do  not  care  so  much 
about  the  money,  or  restoring  it  to  Harris.” 


So  they  at  once  set  out  to  visit  the  hotels 
around  town.  They  called  at  several  of  the  larg¬ 
est,  and  found  no  name  registered  that  was  like 
that  of  Haggerty.  But  at  last  ,at  the  Manhat¬ 
tan,  they  found  that  a  man  who  answered  the 
description  of  Haggerty  had  been  stopping  for 
a  few  days. 

“He  is  our  man,”  said  Fred  confidently.  We 
will  wait  here  for  him.” 

So  the  two  boyes  made  themselves  comfortable, 
and  were,  waiting  in  the  lobby  when  suddenly 
there  was  some  excitement  at  the  door,  and  as 
Fred  and  Terry  started  for  the  scene  Terry  ex¬ 
claimed  : 


“There  he  is,  Fred.  He  is  drunk  as  a  lord,  too! 
It  is  Haggerty,  and  he  can  be  caught  easily.” 

Sure  enough,  in  at  the  entrance  came  the 
nephew  of  Benjamin  Watson.  He  was  certainly 
a  reck.  He  was  unsteady  in  his  walk,  and  had 
«ome  bruises,  a3  if  he  had  been  fighting.  As  a 
r,  a‘tcr  of  fact  he  had,  and  his  hat  was  jammed, 
and  he  looked  altogether  disreputable.  The  hotel 
:•  anager  came  forward  hastily  and  spoke  to  one 
I.  r  i  he  attaches  in  a  low  tone.  The  man  went  up 
to  Haggerty  and  talked  with  him  in  a  subdued 
l  no.  It  seemed  to  anger  Haggerty,  who  yelled: 

‘I  am  a  gentleman!  I  pay  my  way,  and  if 
you  in  ult  me  I  will  leave  your  hotel  and  spend 
my  money  somewhere  else. 


With  that  the  manager  stepped  forward  and 
said  firmly: 

“Sir,  you  are  in  no  condition  to  come  into  a 
first-class  hotel,  and  I  order  you  to  leave  here 
at  once.  Your  baggage  will  be  sent  down  here 
at  your  disposal.” 

This  sobered  Haggerty  somewhat,  and  he 
steadied  himself  and  looked  at  the  manager  in 
a  shocked  way. 

“Oh,  say.  mister,  vou  don’t  mean  that?  I  am 
only  drunk.  You  get  that  way  yourself,  don’t 
you?” 

“I  should  hope  not,”  said  the  manager,  with 
disgust.  “Take  your  leave,  for  you  are  dis¬ 
gracing  this  hotel.” 

With  that  a  couple  of  the  attaches  led  the  un¬ 
welcome  guest  to  the  outer  door.  There  he  was 
held  until  a  porter  came  down  with  his  traveling 
bag.  All  this  while  Fred  and  Terry  had  stood 
watching  him  with  interest.  But  now,  as  Hag¬ 
gerty  was  given  his  bag  and  escorted  out  to  the 
sidewalk,  Fred  stepped  up  and  confronted  the 
nephew  and  said: 

“Ah,  Haggerty,  this  is  an  unexpected  pleasure.” 

Haggerty  dropped  hi^  bag,  so  excited  was  he. 
He  stared  at  Fred  for  a  moment  with  wild  eyes. 

“Thunder!”  he  gasped.  “What  has  brought 
you  here,  Fearnot?” 

“We  have  come  to  look  after  you.  It  is  well 
known  where  you  got  your  money,  and  it  will  go 
hard  with  you  if  you  do  not  restore  it.” 

“They  can’t  arrest  me.  They  have  no  case 
against  me.” 

“Oh,  yes,  they  have.  You  broke  into  the  house 
of  Harris  and  drugged  him  and  took  the  money. 
That  would  be  robbery,  anyway.” 

But  Haggerty  declared  that  it  was  not,  and 
he  argued  the  point  in  a  masterly  way.  In  fact, 
the  arguments  looked  good,  but  of  course  Fred 
was  not  deceived  by  them. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it,  Hag' 
gerty?  Are  you  going  to  refund  the  money  to 
Harris?” 

“I  will  be  hanged  if  I  will!  I  am  going  to  have 
the  worth  of  it  while  I  can.  I  do  not  care  what 
they  do  with  me  after  that.  But  it  seems  to 
me  that  you  are  against  me  all  the  time,  Fearnot. 
You  take  the  part  of  all  my  foes.  Why  can’t 
you  be  friendly  to  me  once  in  a  while?” 

“Because  you  are  a  rascal,”  said  Fred.  “You 
would  be  better  off  without  that  money.  It  is 
a  curse  to  a  man  like  you.  You  make  the  wrong 
use  of  it.” 

With  that  suddenly  Haggerty  pulled  out  a  re¬ 
volver  and  fired  right  at  Fred.  It  was  almost 
pointblank,  but  even  at  that  his  nerve  was  so 
shattered  by  the  whisky  that  he  had  imbibed  that 
he  did  not  hit  the  mark.  It  was  about  the  closest 
escape  that  Fred  had  ever  received  in  his  life. 
He  was  grazed  by  the  bullet,  which  scorched  his 
cheek.  The  next  moment  he  was  in  the  grasp 
of  Terry,  who  disarmed  him  and  held  him  firmly, 
and  shouted: 

“You  fiend!  You  would  add  murder  to  your 
list  of  crimes,  would  you?  Well,  this  is  all  the 
sympathy  you  will  ever  get  from  us.” 

The  shot  had  created  a  great  sensation  on  the 
sidewalk,  for  the  people  scattered  wildly.  A 
couple  of  officers  came  rushing  up. 
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“What  is  the  matter  here?”  demanded  one  of 
them,  as  he  saw  Terry  holding  the  nephew. 
“Who  fired  that  shot?” 

“It  is  the  fellow  I  have  here,”  said  Terry 
promptly.  “You  can  take  care  of  him  now  if 
you  wish.  He  ought  to  be  put  in  an  asylum.” 

The  officer  quickly  slipped  the  handcuffs  on  his 
man.  He  then  turned  to  his  brother  officer  and 
told  him  to  ring  for  the  wagon. 

“Say,  you  fellows,”  he  called  out  to  Fred  and 
Terry,  “you  will  go  along  also.  You  will  have 
to  press  the  charge.” 

“Oh,  Lord!  I  did  not  know  what  I  was  doing,” 
groaned  Haggerty.  “Please  let  me  go!  I  am 
drunk!” 

“I  see  you  are,  and  you  will  have  a  chance 
to  sober  off  in  the  Tombs,”  said  the  officer.  “Who 
is  he,  gents?” 

Fred  quickly  told  the  officer  who  he  was,  and 
that  it  would  be  well  to  take  him  in,  but  he  did 
not  tell  him  that  he  was  a  thief.  In  due  time 
the  wagon  came,  and  he  was  placed  in  it.  He 
was  driven  away  to  languish  in  the  Tombs  until 
his  hearing.  Fred  and  Terry  went  along  to  make 
the  charge,  and  later  they  left  the  Tombs  as¬ 
sured  that  their  man  was  safe  behind  bars. 

“Well,  Terry,”  laughed  Fred,  “now  that  it  is 
all  over,  I  feel  sort  of  sorry  for  that  chap.  He 
is  his  own  worst  enemy.  If  he  had  had  the  right 
kind  of  training  in  his  youth  he  would  not  have 
been  the  scamp  he  is  now.  But  he  is  a  spoiled 
child.” 

“Just  so,  Fred.  That  does  not  soften  the  case 
any,  according  to  law.  As  soon  as  Harris  hears 
that  he  is  in  the  Tombs  he  will  be  upon  him 
like  a  cyclone.  His  money  will  go  then.” 

•  It  happened  that  Harris  had  employed  detec¬ 
tives,  and  these  were  now  in  New  York.  They 
had  tracked  Haggerty,  and  found  him  at  last  in 
the  Tombs.  Of  course,  they  sent  word  to  Harris. 
He  came  down  hurriedly  from  Crossville,  and 
went  to  the  Tombs  with  his  own  charge  of  rob¬ 
bery.  But  the  magistrate  said : 

“You  will  have  to  wait  until  he  has  been  tried 
for  the  charge  which  is  brought  against  him  now. 
If  he  is  not  sentenced  for  a  long  term  you  can 
cause  his  rearrest  and  press  your  charge  against 
him.” 

Harris  threatened  and  raved,  but  all  in  vain. 
He  gained  nothing.  .  Haggerty  was  as  obstinate 
as  a  bull,  and  hung  on  like  grim  death.  He  was 
determined  not  to  give  up  the  money,  and  said 
to  Fred: 

“He  has  not  half  the  right  to  it  that  I  have. 
I  have  that  money  safe  in  a  bank  and  do  not 
think  that  because  you  saw  me  drunk  that  I  am 
going  to  use  all  that  money  to  buy  liquor  with. 
1  am  going  to  have  some  fun  once  in  a  while, 
hut  that  is  all.  The  rest  of  that  money  will  .stay 
in  the  bank  until  I  want  it.” 

The  boys  knew  that  they  could  press  the 
charge  against  Haggerty,  and  perhaps  secure  a 
term  of  imprisonment  for  him.  But  Fred  said: 

“What  good  would  that  do  me,  Terry?  I 
have  nothing  personally  against  the  fellow  to 
■warrant  such  a  desire.  I  am  going  to  withdraw 
the  charge  and  perhaDs  the  court  will  let  him  go. 
Then  if  Harris  wants  to  rearrest  him  he  can  do 
*o.” 

Terry  ugreed  that  this  was  a  good  plan,  and 


the  boys  then  told  the  magistrate  that  they  would 
withdraw  their  charges.  The  justice  then  de¬ 
clared  that  he  had  no  case,  and  the  matter  was 
dismissed.  It  happened  at  a  time  when  Harris 
was  not  around  to  take  advantage  of  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  and  Haggerty  walked  out.  He  was  so 
grateful  to  Fred  that  he  grabbed  his  hand  and 
said : 

“You  are  the  squarest  man  in  the  world,  Fear- 
not,  and  I  will  not  forget  this.  I  ,am  going  to 
skip  the  country,  but  I  will  repay  you  some  time, 
you  may  be  sure.” 

“That  is  all  right,  Haggerty.  Now  you  have 
got  hold  of  some  of  your  uncle’s  money,  and  it  is 
up  to  you  to  make  use  of  it  in  the  right  way.  I 
would  advise  you  to  give  up  whisky  and 
straighten  out.” 

Fred  talked  to  the  villain  so  kindly  and  so 
fully  that  he  was  deeply  affected. 

“I  never  had  anyone  talk  to  me  like  that,”  he 
said.  “I  will  take  your  advice,  Fearnot.  You 
are  right,  and  I  thank  you.  It  is  starting  me  on 
the  right  road.” 

With  that  Haggerty  disappeared,  and  was  not 
seen  after  that.  What  his  fate  was  Fred  and 
Terry  learned  later.  The  rage  of  Harris  when 
he  learned  that  Fred  had  withdrawn  his  charge 
was  frightful. 

“You  did  that  on  purpose  to  block  me,  Fearnot, 
he  yelled  savagely.  “I  am  going  to  have  my 
revenge  upon  you  for  it.  I  will  get  square  with 
you  if  it  takes  a  life-time.” 

“I  would  not  try  it,  Harris,”  said  Fred,  mock¬ 
ingly.  “I  think  that  you  had  better  go  back  to 
Crossville  and  count  up  your  profits  out  of  the 
deal  that  you  made  when  you  bought  the  Car- 
roll  house.” 

“All  my  chance  to  make  money  in  that  deal 
you  spoiled,  Fearnot,”  the  contractor  snarled. 
“Do  you  think  that  I  am  not  aware  of  it.  I  will 
surely  remember  it  in  you.” 

With  that  suddenly  Harris,  without  warning, 
turned  like  a  flash  and  sent  a  blow  at  Fred  with 
his  right  fist.  But  as  the  blow  descended  Terry 
was  upon  him  like  a  panther.  Terry  simply 
smashed  him  in  the  face,  and  pounded  him  until 
he  was  reduced  to  a  state  of  terror  and  servility 
that  was  laughable.  Fred  was  not  badly  hurt  by 
the  blow  that  was  given  him  in  such  a  treacher¬ 
ous  manner.  But  it  might  have  knocked  him  out 
at  least  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  quick  work  of 
Terry.  • 

In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it  Terry  had 
whipped  the  ruffian  into  a  state  of  subjection. 
He  gave  up  entirelv  and  begged  for  mercy.  He 
was  told  to  go  back  to  Crossville,  and  lie  did 
take  the  train  and  go  back.  That  was  the  last 
that  the  boys  saw  of  him.  But  some  time  later 
Fred  received  through  the  mail  from  a  foreign 
country  a  souvenir  of  great  value.  With  it  was 
a  note  from  Haggerty,  saying  that  he  was  pros¬ 
pering,  and  that  he  had  not  forgotten  the  kind 
favor  that  Fearnot  had  done  him.  So  ended 
Fred  Fearnot’s  experience  with  a  strange  legacy. 


Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “FRED  FEAR-  v 
NOT’S  NINTH  INNING  FINISH;  or.  PLAY¬ 
ING  HEADY  BASEBALL.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 
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CHAMPION  WHALE  SKULL 

A  whale  skull,  so  large  that  it  had  to  be  sawed 
into  eight  pieces  for  handling  and  crating,  has 
been  found  on  the  shore  of  Alitak  Bay,  Alaska, 
by  a  representative  of  the  biological  survey, 
United  States  Department  of  Agriculture.  The 
skull  has  been  sent  to  the  Smithsonian  Iinsti- 
tution. 


DOGS  SAVE  HIS  LIFE 

Charlies  F.  Tindall,  resort  manager  of  Made¬ 
line  Island,  was  saved  from  drowning  by  his 
dogs  recently.  Tindall  was  fishing  on  Lake 
Superior  one  mile  off  Big  Bay  Point  when  his 
sled  and  four  dogs  went  through  the  ice. 

The  dogs  managed  to  climb  out  of  the  water 
with  Tindall  having  the  reins.  Cries  of  the 
dogs  attracted  Lee  Russell,  John  and  Charles 
Hagen,  who  were  fishing  about  a  half  mile  from 
the  accident,  who  attached  their  dogs  to  Tin¬ 
dall's  and  succeeded  in  pulling  him  back  onto 
solid  ice. 


DWARFS  WITH  GIANT  CHESTS 

On  the  high  Andean  plateau  in  Bolivia  live 
dwarfs  with  the  chests  of  giants.  These  men  are 
Bolivian  Indians,  and,  living  as  they  do  at  a 
height  of  12,000  to  14,000  feet  above  sea  level, 
have  developed  immense  lung  power  to  enable 
them  to  breathe  properly. 

Death  struck  swiftly  into  a  flock  of  blackbirds 
as  they  were  passing  over  the  J.  R.  Lippincott 
farm,  Burlington,  N.  J.,  and  hundreds  of  little 
bodies,  rendered  ilfeless  in  some  puzzling  manner, 
rained  down  among  the  fruit  trees.  Only  part 
of  the  flock  was  affected,  death  was  instantene- 
ous  and  the  bodies  showed  no  sign  of  poison.  The 
best  guess  seems  to  be  that  some  form  of  static 
electricity  was  responsible. 

One  suggestion  is  that  conflicting  radio  currents 
in  some  fashion  caused  the  death  of  the  birds. 
Several  New  Jersey  scientists  will  be  asked  to 
consider  that  and  any  other  possible  explana¬ 
tions.  Some  of  the  bodies  have  been  saved  for 
them. 
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EARNING  AN  HONEST  LIVING 

—  Or,  —  f 

The  Boy  Who  Beat  the  Game 

By  F.  A.  HARDY 


t  9 

(A  Serial  Story.) 

CHAPTER  II. 

East  14th  Street,  No.  131 V2. 

“Yes/’  Said  Charlie  in,  delight.  His  ten  dollars 
had  been  well  spent.  He  had  succeeded  quicker 
than  he  had  expected  to. 

“I  think  we  can  place  you  without  any  trou¬ 
ble,”  the  man  repeated,  clasping  his  fingers  to¬ 
gether  and  twiddling  his  thumbs  thoughtfully. 
“You  wouldn’t  mind  traveling  in  Massachusetts, 
would  you?"  he  asked.  “Nice  little  towns  all 
along  the  route.  No  one  has  had  the  Eastern 
territory  yet.  Now  would  you  like  it?" 

“I  would  like  it  very  much,"  Charlie  answered, 
trying  hard  not  to  show  his  wild  delight. 

Suddenly  the  man  laughed.  “You  will  pardon 
me,"  he  said.  “I  forgot  to  tell  you  who  I  am. 
My  name  is  Burrows — John  D.  Burrows.  I  am 
manager- of  this  concern,  this  drug  we  are  put¬ 
ting  on  the  market.  We  are  constructing  a  large 
office  building  over  on  Broadway — upper  Broad¬ 
way.  We  hope  to  be  settled  there  by  the  end  of 
fall.  Now,  you  look  like  an  ambitious  young  man 
and  I  believe  you  are  eager  to  get  to  work.  You 
had  better  find  a  place  for  just  tonight,  as  our 
sale  prospectus  for  the  medicine  you  are  to  sell 
is  very  simple.  You  can  master  it  in  an  hour,  so 
there  will  be  nothing  to  prevent  you  from  start¬ 
ing  for  the  East  to-morrow  morning." 

Charlie  took  the  packet  of  papers  Mrs.  Bar- 
rows  gave  him  to  study  and  started  towards  the 
door.  He  felt  he  must  not  take  up  any  more 
time  than  absolutely  necessary  from  the  busy 
man.  His  hand  was  on  the  door  knob  when  the 
manager’s  voice  halted  his  steps. 

“Pardon  me,’’  Mr.  Barrows  called  crisply,  “I 
forgot  one  little  detail.  Quite  a  simple  little 
thing,  but  necessary  for  our  own  protection.  We 
require  our  employees  to  put  a  deposit  of.  one 
hundred  dollars  in  our  keeping,  to  show  that  they 
are  in  earnest  and  to  safeguard  us  against  any 
trouble.  For,  of  course,  the  collections  are  quite 
large,  and  while  we  do  not  doubt  our  employees, 
•still  it  is  best  to  remove  temptation.  The  deposit 
does  that." 

“Do  you  advance  expenses?"  Charlie  asked 
tremblingly.  He  had  only  one  hundred  and  twen¬ 
ty-five  dollars  to  his  name. 

“Oh,  no;  we  give  one-half  commission  on  all 
(6ales.  You  will  find  out  all  about  our  method  in 
(the  little  printed  slip.  You  will  find  it  quite  sat¬ 
isfactory,’’  Mr.  Barrows  returned  genially.  “Read 
.over  the  papers,  report  in  the  morning,  and  after 
you  have  left  the  deposit  I  will  fit  you  out  with 
ia  sample  case  and  a  list  of  towns  you  are  to  visit. 
-<jood-morning." 


Charlie  felt  himself  bowed  out  of  the  manager'.-, 
presence.  He  knew  he  must  find  a  cheap  lodging 
place,  as  his  money  would  soon  melt  away.  He 
made  his  way  back  to  Broadway,  and  as  it  was 
still  early  in  the  day  he  sat  down  in  Union  Square 
to  look  over  the  papers  which  would  tell  him 
about  the  new  business  he  was  about  to  embark 
in.  He  placed  his  grip  on  the  seat  beside  him 
and  spread  the  papers  on  his  knees.  It  was  even 
more  simple  than  he  had  hoped.  There  was  a  line 
of  talk  already  printed  which  would  introduce 
the  cough  syrup  to  the  buyer.  It  was  Charlie’-; 
business  to  learn  this  so  as  to  speak  it  right  off. 

Charlie  mastered  it  before  he  felt  a  growing 
pain  in  his  stomach  and  realized  that  it  was  way 
past  noon  and  he  was  starving  hungry.  Some  dis¬ 
tance  away  he  saw  the  sign  of  a  big  restaurant 
that  he  knew  from  hearsay  was  a  cheap  and  good 
place  to  eat.  Hanging  tightly  to  his  grip,  he 
made  his  way  to  the  eating  place  and  was  quickly 
served.  While  he  was  busy  disposing  of  a  plate 
of  hot  cakes  he  felt  something  brush  against  his 
legs.  There  was  a  crowd  passing  and  repassing 
his  table  and  he  paid  no  attention  to  it.  But 
when  he  arose  to  take  his  leave  he  found  that  his 
grip  had  disappeared. 

He  looked  about  in  a  dazed  manner,  then  his 
eyes  happened  to  travel  to  the  doorway  and  there 
he  saw  a  man  just  leaving  with  his  grip  in  his 
hand.  Charlie  made  one  leap  and  dashed  madly 
after  the  thief. 

“Stop!"  cried  a  voice  of  authority;  “you 
haven’t  paid  your  check.  You  can’t  leave  here 
until  you  settle  for  what  you’ve  eaten."  The 
voice  was  mild  but  firm,  and  Charlie  found  him¬ 
self  benig  held  by  an  official-looking  personage. 

“How  much  is  it?"  he  asked  wildly,  his  eyes 
trailing  the  fast  vanishing  form  of  the  man  who 
had  stolen  his  valise.  Charlie  had  plunged  his 
hands  into  his  pockets  and  drew  out  a  handful  of 
change. 

“I’m  not  the  cashier/’  said  the  official  severely. 
“Pav  at  the  desk.”  He  waved  the  boy  aside.  >. 

Charlie  looked  wildly  about  him,  then  located 
the  cashier’s  desk.  He  hurried  towards  it  with 
his  hand  full  of  money  still  extended. 

“Where’s  your  check?"  asked  the  cashier,  cold¬ 
ly- 

“What  check?"  Charlie  asked  excitedly.  The 
man  with  his  grip  wrfs  now  out  of  sight. 

“Why,  the  check  for  the  amount  of  food  you 
ate,"  said  the  cashier.  “A  little  paper  the  waiter 
gives  you  and  which  you  give  me,"  the  cashier 
explained  sarcastically. 

“Oh,”  said  Charlie,  his  face  flushing  as  he  saw 
several  people  watching  him  with  open  amuse¬ 
ment.  He  hurried  back  to  the  table  where  he 
had  eaten  and  found  his  check.  He  handed  it 
meekly  to  the  cashier  with  the  amount  of  money 
it  called  for,  then  he  turned  to  the  official.  “I've 
just  had  my  grip  stolen.  It  was  taken  from  the 
table  while  I  w’as  eating." 

“That’s  too  bad,"  said  the  official.  “We’ll  keep 
a  -guard  at  the  door,  so  whoever  took  it  won’t 
get  aw^ay  with  it.  We  will  w^atch  everybody  that 
leaves  with  a  grip  in  his  hand." 

“No  use,  he  gone.  He  was  just  going  out  of 

the  front  door  when  you  stopped  me  from  catch¬ 
ing  lum." 

(To  be  continued.) 
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GOOD  READING 


WRIST  WATCHES  POOR  TIME-KEEPERS 

Paris  jewelers  have  their  repair  departments 
clogged  up  with  wrist  watches.  They  state  that 
no  watch  will  stand  a  jigsaw  life  indefinitely. 
They  also  say  ordinary  watches  must  not  be  laid 
on  a  cold  marble  bureau  top  during  the  night,  as 
is  the  habit  of  thousands  for  watches  require  a 
certain  amount  of  warmth  afforded  by  bodily 
heat  in  the  daythime  and  a  cloth  protection  at 
night. 

FLYING  '  FISH  HAVE  BEST  WING 

STRUCTURE 

By  studying  the  wing  structure  of  flying  fish, 
an  authority  on  the  flight  of  birds  has  found 
that  their  wings  are  some  four  or  five  times  as 
efficient,  for  soaring  flight,  as  the  wings  of  birds. 
He  attributed  this,  says  Pojmlar  Mechanics,  to  the 
fact  that  the  fin  rays  formed  projected  ridges  on 
the  under  surface  of  the  wings.  By  experiment¬ 
ing  with  models  fashioned  on  similar  lines,  he 
found  that  the  fin  ray  caused  a  sheltered  area 
to  appear  back  of  the  ray  when  the  model  moved 
through  the  air.  His  conclusion  is  that  this  shel¬ 
tered  area  acts  as  a  force  to  drive  the  wing 
ahead  when  soaring. 


EGYPTIAN  PYRAMIDS 
There  are  numerous  pyramids  in  Egypt,  som<? 
large  and  some  small.  It  was  the  ancient  way  of 
burying  the  dead.  In  very  ancient  times  a  square 
chamber  was  sunk  in  the  earth  and  the  dead  were 
placed  in  it  and  a  roof  of  poles  and  brushwood 
was  covered  over  it.  Out  of  this  pyramidal  form 
developed  the  pyramids.  The  brush  covering  was 
succeeded  by  a  covering  of  boards  and  that  in 
turn  was  followed  by  stone  construction.  Some 
of  the  very  large  pyramids  are  Medun,  erected 
for  King  Sneferu  in' 4720  B.  C.;  the  three  pyra¬ 
mids  of  Gizeh.  erected  for  King  Khufu,  4700  B. 
C.;  King  Khafra,  4600  B.  C.,  and  for  King  Men- 
kaura,  4550  B.  C. 


GIRL  COLLARS  THIEF 
A  man  who  described  himself  as  Vincenzo 
Logiudize  of  Manhattan  was  arrested  in  less  than 
!0  seconds  after  he  had  snatched  a  payroll  con- 
aining  $357  from  the  hands  of  Miss  Ruth  Spiel- 
lerger,  cashier  in  the  Independent  Car  Front 
Manufacturing  Company,  at  495  West  Broadway, 
Manhattan  the  other  afternoon.  The  girls 
jcreams  attracted  passersby,  who  nabbed  the  man 
ind  held  him  for  the  police. 

Miss  Spielberger  had  come  to  the  bank  and 
withdrawn  the  $357.  She  was  walking  through 
West  Houston  street,  when  Logiudize,  who  ap¬ 
parently  had  been  trailing  her.  suddenly  grasned 
ier  right  hand,  in  which  she  carried  an  envelope 
containing  the  money,  wrenched  it  from  her  and 
ran.  The  young  woman  grabbed  him  by  the  col¬ 
lar  and  screamed.  A  score  of  persons  rushed  to 
ber'  assistance,  and  Logiudize  was  caught. 

Logiudize,  according  to  the  police,  admitted 
taking  the  money,  saying  he  was  without  work, 
food  or  funds. 


CITY’S  DIRTIEST  MAN 

Described  by  Magistrate  Goodman  in  Tombs 
Court  as.  the  “dirtiest  man  in  New  York,  if  not 
in  the  United  States,”  and  as  “a  menace  not  only 
to  human  beings,  but  also  to  animals,”  Nichola 
Ritumano,  42,  who  said  he  had  no  home,  but  who, 
officials  of  the  .Interboro  Rapid  Transit  said,  had 
been  living  in  the  subway  for  three  years,  was 
sent  to  the  workhouse  recently  for  six  months. 

Ritumano  was  arrested  while  walking  along  the 
subway  tracks  between  the  Worth  and  Canal 
street  stations.  The  magistrate  was  told  that 
Ritumano  had  annoyed  the  officials  of  the  com¬ 
pany  for  the  past  three  years  walking  on  the 
tracks,  picking  up  discarded  newspapers,  riding 
on  subway  trains  and  sleeping  in  the  stations. 

When  arraigned  Ritumano  wore  an  old  army 
coat,  tattered  trousers,  and  his  black  hair  and 
beard  were  a  tangle  of  dirt  and  grease.  His 
hands  and  face  were  covered  with  grime,  and  he 
told  the  magistrate  that  he  couldn’t  remember 
when  he  last  used  soap  and  that  he  considered  it 
poison. 

He  said  he  had  not  slept  in  a  bed  for  three 
years  and  had  not  bathed  in  many  months.  He 
said  last  Sunday  he  tried  to  procure  a  bath  in  a 
Bowery  lodging  house,  but  he  was  turned  away 
by  the  clerk  as  being  “too  dirty  for  us  here.” 

Ritumano  took  from  his  clothing  bank  books 
which  showed  he  had  between  $5,000  and  $6,000 
on  deposit. 
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INTERESTING  RADIO  NEWS  AND  HINTS 


Genuine  tubes  can  be  distinguished  through 
the  trademark  on  the  (glass.  The  trademark  on 
the  genuine  tube  is  blown  into  the  glass  and 
cannot  be  removed.  The  counterfeit  tube  has  the 
trademark  stenciled  in  white  paste  and  can  be 
scraped  off. 


TICKLER  COIL  AND  ITS  USE 

The  tickler  coil  and  a  coil  of  wire  are  placed 
in  inductive  relation  to  the  primary  and  secondary 
circuits  of  a  receiving  set.  The  tickler  coil  itself 
is  connected  in  the  plate  circuit  of  the  vacuum 
tube  and  affords  a  feed  back  action  which  pro¬ 
duces  regeneration.  The  functions  of  the  tickler 
is  best  explained  by  describing  what  happens  if 
you  take  the  telephone  received  from  the  hook 
when  the  bell  is  ringing  and  then  place  the  re¬ 
ceiver  against  the  transmitter.  The  result  will 
be  a  continued  howling.  In  a  radio  set  when  such 
a  howl  is  heard  it  is  certain  that  regeneration 
is  taking  place. 


Directed  Radio  Waves  for  broadcasting  are 
predicted  by  Marconi  himself.  As  the  result  of 
numerous  experiments  with  directed  radio  waves, 
Marconi  has  come  to  the  conclusion  that  this 
method  of  communication  is  not  only  highly 
practicable,  but  that  it  must  bring  about  far 
greater  efficiency.  In  collaboration  with  C.  S. 
Franklin,  the  great  inventor  recently  communi¬ 
cated  over  a  distance  of  2250  nautical  miles  with 
considerably  less  expenditure  of  electrical  energy 
than  is  generally  used.  Marconi  has  been  led 
to  believe  through  his  recent  successes  in  directed 
radio,  that  owners  of  crystal  sets  in  the  United 
States  will  soon  be  enabled  to  receive  messages 
broadcast  from  London,  because  all  the  radio  en¬ 
ergy  will  be  sent  out  in  one  direction  thus  in¬ 
tensifying'  the  signals  in  reecivers  lying  within 
that  beam. 


TRACING  TROUBLES 

In  using  the  vacuum  tube  receiver  it  often 
happens  that  the  filament  flickers  or  fails  entirely 
to  light.  In  such  a  case  it  is  a  good  idea  to 
remove  the  tubes  and  clean  the  ends  of  the  con¬ 
tacts.  This  is  done  either  by  file  or  sandpaper. 
Sometimes  the  jacks  are  at  fault.  When  this 
happens  inspect  the  connections  leading  to  the 
jack. 

Before  attempting  to  make  changes  on  the 
jacks  remove  all  plate  battery  connections  before 
making  jack  adjustments  to  prevent  short  cir¬ 
cuits,  which  may  result  in  the  burning  out  of 
the  vacuum  tube  filaments.  If  investigation  of 
both  stages  of  amplification  fails  to  produce  the 
trouble  it  may  be  located  at  the  “B”  batteries. 
Sometimes  defective  tubes  cause  trouble.  It  is 
desirable  to  test  the  tubes  in  various  combina¬ 
tions,  shifting  them  from  one  socket  to  the  next. 


RADIO  CARINETS 

Furniture  Radio,  so  called,  is  becoming  more 
and  more  popular.  Virtually  all  the  leading 
Xadio  manufacturers  are  now  turning  out  radio 
•ets  made  in  the  form  of  attractive  furniture. 


Thus  the  self-contained  and  attractive  furniture 
radio  set  is  finding  its  way  into  the  living  room 
of  the  finest  home,  instead  of  being  relegated  to 
some  odd  corner  as  in  the  past,  when  it  required 
mussy  storage  battery,  a  mass  of  “B”  batteries, 
and  a  maze  of  unsightly  wires.  The  furniture 
radio  move  is  an  excellent  one  and  will  no  doubt 
do  more  to  give  radio  a  definite  place  in  the  home 
than  anything  else.  However,  there  is  the  ever¬ 
present  danger  that  furniture  radios  may  become 
more  furniture  and  less  radio.  That  is  to  say, 
there  are  already  ample  signs  that  the  radio  end 
of  some  furniture  radio  sets  is  not  what  it  should 
be.  To'o  much  attention  is  paid  to  making  the 
set  look  attractive,  and  too  little  to  radio  details. 
Furthermore,  the  wish  is  often  expressed  by  the 
public  that  the  manufacturers  of  the  highest 
grade  and  most  efficient  radio  sets  put  their  high¬ 
est  type  radio  sets  into  furniture  radio  form. 
After  all,  it  is  the  radio  set  proper,  and  not  the 
beautiful  Jacobean  period  cabinet,  that  brings 
real  pleasure  into  the  home. 


RADIO  VOICE*IN  ONE  HORSEPOWER 

It  is  estimated  by  Dr.  Alfred  N.  Goldsmith 
that  a  radio  broadcasting  station  is  roughly  a 
one-horsepower  voice.  This  way  of  regarding  a 
radiophone  station  is  justified  by  the  value  of 
power  which  leaves  the  aerial  wires.  One  horse¬ 
power  consists  in  hoisting  half  a  ton  from  the 
ground  to  the  height  of  thirty-three  feet,  in  one 
minute. 

The  electrical  unit  of  power  used  in  speaking 
of  a  broadcasting  station  is  the  “watt.”  It  takes 
slightly  less  than  750  watts  to  make  a  horse¬ 
power.  The  average  American  broadcasting  sta¬ 
tion  radiates  from  500  to  1,000  watts. 

Measurements  indicate  that  the  power  of  a 
human  voice,  in  loud  speech  or  song,  is  only  about 
one-one-hundred  millionth  of  a  watt.  Yet  this 
minute  power  is  sufficient  to  be  heard  by  'the 
ear  for  several  hundred  feet.  The  human  ear 
is  calculated  to  be  about  as  sensitive  as  the  eye, 
so  far  as  the  amount  of  power  required  to  give 
a  definite  sensation  is  concerned.  By  radio  this 
feeble  voice  can  be  built  up  to  a  one-horse-power 
voice.  This  means  that  the  voice  of  a  speaker 
broadcasting  from  WJZ  is  increased  over  fifty 
billion  times.  In  other  words,  if  everybody  on 
earth  were  to  get  together  and  shout  at  once,  the 
voice  power  produced  would  still  fall  far  short 
of  the  strength  of  a  voice  broadcast  by  WJZ. 
The  world’s  call  would  be  only  about  one-thirtieth 
as  strong  as  that  of  the  broad-casting  station. 


The  Neutrodyne  Receiver- is  steadily  growing  in 
popularity,  because  of  its  selectivity,  its  far- 
reaching  scope,  and  its  utmost  simplicity.  The 
usual  neutrodyne  set  has  twb  stages  of  radio- 
frequency.  a  detector,  and  one  or  two  stages 
of  audio-frequency  amplification,,  making  a  total 
of  four  or  five  tubes.  Only  three  controls  are 
used,  two  of  which  do  most  of  the  work  while  the 
third  clarifies  and  strengthens  the  signals.  In 
the  correctly  constructed  neutrodyne  receiver, 
there  is  no  distracting  whistle  or  distortion.  The 
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remarkable  feature  of  the  neutrodyne  receiver  is 
that  the  same  stations  will  come  in  day  after 
day  with  the  same  adjustments  of  the  three  dials, 
so  that  the  user  merely  has  to  chart  the  various 
stations  according  to  the  readings  of  the  three 
dials,  and  from  that  time  on  the  stations  can  be 
tuned  in  by  simply  setting  the  dials  to  the  chart 
numbers.  As  for  selectivity,  the  neutrodyne,  op¬ 
erating  in  a  congested  radio  section  such  as  New 
York  City,  readily  tunes  out  nearby  stations  to 
pick  up  long-distance  stations.  When  it  comes 
to  distance,  a  properly  constructed  neutrodyne 
receiver  in  New  York  City  will  pick  up  the  Pa¬ 
cific  Coast  broadcasting  stations  at  night  as  a 
fairly  regular  performance. 


Interference  is  on  the  increase,  especially  in 
the  New  England  and  Middle  Atlantic  States.  In¬ 
deed,  evening  after  evening  radio  programs  are 
seriously  marred  by  radio  telegraphic  interfer¬ 
ence.  It  appears  that  the  greatest  interference 
comes  from  certain  ship  and  shore  and  Navy 
radio  telegraph  stations  employing  the  450-meter 
wave  length,  which  falls  in  the  middle  of  the 
broadcasting  wave  length  range.  The  Radio 
Club  of  America, r  the  pioneer  radio  amateur  or¬ 
ganization  of  the  world,  has  taken  up  this  mat¬ 
ter  and  is  exerting  every  effort  to  put  an  end  to 
the  present  very  unsatisfactory  state  of  affairs. 
Two  operating  companions  have  been  using  the 
450-meter  wave  length  and  causing  serious  inter¬ 
ference  with  radio  programs.  One  company  has 
indicated  its  willingness  to  abandon  the  450- 
meter  length,  provided  its  competitors  do  like¬ 
wise.  Another  source  of  interference  is  from 
the  shore  stations  operated  by  the  Navy.  Steps 
are  now  under  way,  with  a  view  to  having  the 
commercial  stations  as  well  as  the  Naval  stations 
abandon  the  widely-tuned  damped  radio  trans¬ 
mitters  in  favor  of  the  sharply-tuned  continuous- 
wave  transmitters.  Another  source  of  interfer¬ 
ence  is  the  re-radiation  of  regenerative  sets  in 
the  hands  of  inexperienced  Or  careless  operators. 
In  truth,  this  interference  is  the  most  serious 
of  all,  for  one  “ham”  operator  can  with  a  re¬ 
generative  set,  spoil  the  program  for  other  re¬ 
ceivers  scattered  over  the  wide  area.  Gasoline 
engines  cause  considerable  interference,  because 
of  the  spark  ignition  which  sets  up  radio  waves. 
Arc  lighting  is  also  a  prolific  source  of  inter¬ 
ference.  ♦ 


TESTING  FOR  TROUBLES 

Frequently  where  a  tandem  of  audio  frequency 
amplifiers  is  fastened  onto  a  single  tube  outfit, 
peculiar  squeals  are  emitted,  together  with  a 
rattling  noise  which  makes  the  set  sound  as 
though  something  was  radically  wrong.  Probably 
the  question  arises  whereby  one  is  trying  to 
sacrifice  quantity  for  quality,  but  trying  to  pro¬ 
duce  both  of  these  in  a  receiving  outfit  i§  more 
of  a  problem  than  by  simply  looking  at  them 
traced  out  in  diagram  form  upon  a  sheet  of  white 
paper. 

It  often  happens  that  the  cause  of  such  noises 
a.e  due  to  ome  connections  which  have  been 
broken  by  excessive  strain.  Other  faults  may  be 
oad  B  batterie-  or  noisy  A  batteries. 

In  arranging  parts  in  their  proper  sequence 
precautions  should  be  taken  to  see  that  the  con¬ 
nection  s  are  made  as  short  as  possible.  I  his 


should  be  done  especially  when  connecting  the 
leads  to  the  grid  posts  of  the  vacuum  tube  sockets. 
To  avoid  capacity  effects,  the  connections  should 
be  kept  at  least  three-quarters  of  an  inch  apart 
and,  when  feasible,  the  wires  should  he  crossed 
rather  than  run  parallel  so  that  only  small  por¬ 
tions  of  the  neighboring  conductors  are  close  to¬ 
gether.  This  holds  true  also  for  plate  leads. 
Altogether  too  frequently  a  trouble  is  due  to  the 
closeness  and  parallelism  of  these  lead  wires. 

Rigid  connections  should  be  used  wherever 
adaptable  so  that  accidental  displacement  is  not 
likely.  The  connections  should  also  be  firmly 
clamped  and  the  junction  of  the  wires  tinned  over. 
A  good  soldering  connection  should  be  made 
rather  than  a  twisted  connection  unsoldered. 
The  latter  will  not  remain  permanent.  Unde¬ 
sirable  sounds  in  a  radio  set  develop  from  faulty 
connections  which  are  amplified  in  the  subse¬ 
quent  stages  until  their  volume  seriously  affects 
the  music  and  speech  which  is  produced  in  the 
head  telephones  or  the  loud  speaker. 

Another  important  item  that  should  be  followed 
very  closely  is  that  of  the  B  batteries.  A  bad 
B  battery  when  connected  in  series  with  other 
B  batteries  is  often  the  cause  of  disturbances. 
Erratic  discharge  within  the  battery  itself  is  the 
source  and  the  only  remedy  is  to  take  out  the 
battery  and  replace  it  with  a  new  one.  This  holds 
true  also  with  the  A  battery,  although  it  is  less 
liable  to  happen  here  than  with  the  B  battery. 
Proper  care,  however,  should  be  taken  of  the 
batteries  as  a  whole.  Too  much  B  battery  cur¬ 
rent  being  supplied  to  the  plates  of  the  vacuum 
tubes  is  another  source  of  troublesome  noise. 
This  trouble  may  be  remedied  by  decreasing  the 
B  battery  voltage. 

Where  coils  of  the  duo-lateral  type  are  em¬ 
ployed,  it  sometimes  happens  that  the  fine  wires 
leading  to  them  or  within  the  coils  of  transform¬ 
ers  are  common  sources  of  trouble.  The  insula¬ 
tion  sometimes  holds  the  cut  ends  together,  there¬ 
by  creating  a  more  or  less  continuous  path  for 
the  high  frequency  resistance. 

When  such  a  break  occurs  it  is  best  to  separate 
the  ends  and  apply  a  voltmeter  to  the  windings. 
If  there  is  no  reading  on  the  voltmeter  it  is  a 
sure  indication  that  the  conductor  under  suspicion 
is  broken. 

Where  lead  wires  are  fastened  to  the  base  of 
a  coil  or  transformer  one  should  look  at  these 
places  for  broken  connections,  since  here  they 
are  subjected  to  their  greatest  strain.  It  may 
be  possible  that  if  a  voltmeter  be  applied  it  may 
show  that  the  path  is  complete  in  spite  of  the 
broken  connection,  but  if  the  set  is  jarred  slight¬ 
ly,  base  of  a  coil  or  transformer  one  should  look 
at  these  places  for  broken  connections,  but  if 
the  set  is  just  jarred  slightly  a  deflection  of  the 
needle  will  be  noticed. 

For  a  much  simpler  test  which  will  at  least 
detect  a  complete  break  in  a  coil  or  transformer 
one  can  employ  a  standard  flashlight  bulk  and  its 
battery.  Connections  to  the  bulb  should  be  made 
to  the  conductor  under  examination,  with  the 
bulb  in  series  with  the  circuit.  The  bulb  will 
light  if  the  connections  is  not  broken.  Bulbs  of 
large  current  capacity  must  not  be  used  for  test 
purposes,  as  excessive  flow  of  current  through  the 
delicate  wires  of  a  transformer  is  apt  to  over¬ 
load  them. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

2,000  CHICKENS  DIE  IN  FIRE 
Fire  recently  destroyed  several  chicken  houses 
and  more  than  2,000  chickens  on  the  estate  of 
Otto  H.  Kahn,  New  York  banker,  near  Wood¬ 
bury,  L.  I.  Firemen  from  Cold  Spring  Harbor 
prevented  the  spread  of  the  flames  to  several  other 
outbuildings. 

The  residence,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away,  was 
not  menaced  by  the  blaze,  which  is  believed  to 
have  started  in  an  incubator  or  in  defective  elec¬ 
tric  wiring.  Estimate  of  the  damage  could  not  be 
obtained. 


LECTURER  WHISTLES  BIRDS’  SONGS 
The  North  Country  Garden  Club  of  Long  Is¬ 
land,  of  which  Mrs.  Robert  Bacon  is  president,  is 
providing  nature  study  lectures  in  public  and 
private  schools.  It  has  secured  William  C. 
Wheeler,  who  shows  slides  of  native  wild  flowers, 
ferns  and  birds  on  a  daylight  screen  which  is  a 
great  improvement  over  the  darkened  room. 

He  whistles  the  bird’s  songs  while  showing 
the  pictures.  The  aim  of  the  course  of  lectures 
is  to  interest  children  in  natural  beauty  and 
through  their  appreciation  of  the  wild  flowers, 
ferns  and  birds  to  help  to  save  them. 

The  importance  of  conservation  of  wild  life 
is  becoming  more  apparent  every  day  as  the 
mountain  laurel,  lady’s  slippers  and  other  wild 
flowers,  ferns  and  Christmas  greens  disappear 
from  one  place  after  another  all  over  Long 
Island. 


13  YEA^S  IN  THE  MAIL 
Thirteen  years  after  it  was  posted,  a  postal 
card  was  delivered  to  J.  V.  Scott,  who  lives  on 
Route  4,  from  Dyer,  a  few  miles  north  of  Tren¬ 
ton,  Tenn.  The  card  was  addressed  to  his  wife, 
Mrs.  Annie  Scott,  and  was  received  on  Feb.  27, 
1924.  It  was  mailed  at  Rutherford  on  March  2, 
1911,  and  lacked  but  a  few  days  of  being  deliv¬ 
ered  thirteen  years  after  it  was  mailed.  Rather 
a  long  time  for  the  delivery  of  mail  between  two 
towns  only  six  miles  apart. 


In  the  meantime  the  wrriter,  Bryant  Overall, 
has  died.  Also  Mrs.  Scott,  who  died  about  three 
years  ago.  Mr.  Overall  died  a  short  time  after 
the  card  was  mailed  and  since  his  death  his 
father,  mother,  sister,  brother  and  two  children  of 
the  Scott  family  have  passed  to  their  reward, 
making  eight  deaths  in  the  family  during  the  time 
the  card  was  being  delivered  to  the  person  to 
whom  it  was  addressed. 

The  card  is  thought  to  have  lodged  in  the  bot¬ 
tom  of  a  mail  sack,  where  it  was  stuck  until  it 
came  to  light  and  was  delivered  to  its  destination. 
The  card  is  said  to  look  about  as  fresh  as  it 
should  have  wrhen  mailed  and  the  writing  is  very 
clear. 


LAUGHS 

The  Judge — What  proof  have  you  that  this 
chauffeur  was  intoxicated?  The  Country  Police¬ 
man — He  stopped  his  car  at  a  crossing. 


“So  you  charge  your  husband  with  tearing 
your  hair.  Did  you  scream?”  “I  would  have, 
your  honor,  but  I  wasn’t  there  when  he  did  it.” 


Maud — Oh,  I’m  invited  to  the  Wayups’  ball,  but 
I  don’t  know7  what  in  the  world  to  wear.  What 
would  you  wear  if  you  had  my  complexion?  Milli- 
cent — A  thick  veil. 


He — You  are  the  embodiment  of  all  that’s  beau¬ 
tiful  and -  She — What  on  earth  are  you  talk¬ 

ing  about?  He — Nothing  on  earth;  I  was  speak¬ 
ing  of  a  heavenly  creature.  (Cards.) 


Willie — Papa,  is  it  swearing  to  talk  about  old 
socks  being  darned?  Papa — No,  my  son.  Why? 
Willie — ’Cause  I  wish  Johnny  would  keep  his 
darned  old  socks  out  of  my  drawer. 


Anning — Has  Badders  made  a  success  of  the 
stage?  Manning — Yes.  He  acted  the  part  of 
butler  so  well  in  a  play  last  winter  that  he  got  a 
place  in  a  Fifth  avenue  family. 


Hight  Jinks!  Help,  help!  Cool,  help!  Mr. 
Cool — What  are  you  kicking  up  such  a  row  about? 
High  Jinks — Don’t  you  see  how  I’m  fixed?-  Mr. 
Cool — Yes,  but  I  never  saw  you  in  a  hole  yet  you 
couldn’t  crawl  out  of. 


Visitor — Aren’t  you  glad  you  are  a  little  girl? 
Little  Girl — No;  I’d  rather  be  a  little  boy.  Visi¬ 
tor — But  little  boys  generally  have  to  wear  their 
father’s  leftover  clothes.  Little  Girl — Mother  is 
a  suffragette,  and  she  says  pretty  soon  it  won’t 
make  much  difference. 


A  little  Bangor  boy  surprised  both  his  parents 
and  his  school  teacher  not  a  little  recently,  while 
at  dinner.  He  propounded  the  following  scientific 
question  to  the  teacher:  “Which  is  the  quickest, 
heat  or  cold?”  The  teacher  was  a  little  slow 
about  venturing  a  reply,  but  finally  said  she 
thought  heat  was.  “That  is  right,'  said  the  sharp 
youngster,  “because  you  can  catch  a  cold.” 


1  ft-nt**'**' 


WORK  AND  WIN 

BRIEF  BUT  POINTED 


27 


STRANGE  FISH 

The  jumping  fishes  are  well  known  upon  the 
shores  of  all  Indian  seas.  Their  position  is  us¬ 
ually  one  of  clinging  to  the  edge  of  the  rocks  or 
mangrove  roots  by  their  fins,  with  their  tails  only 
in  the  water.  When  alarmed  they  make  a  spring 
by  means  of  their  bent,  muscular  pectoral  fins, 
and  then  skim  across  the  water  by  a  succession 
of  short  jumps  until  they  reach  a  place  of  safety. 
Scientists  have  found  that  respiration  was  main¬ 
ly  performed  fey  the  tail,  so  that  the  fish  may 
stay  out  of  the  water  indefinitely  if  the  tip  of  its 
tail  is  submerged. 

They  also  say  it  is  not  extraordinary  for  some 
kinds  of  fish  to  stay  out  of  water  practically  a 
day.  The  European  tench,  for  instance,  is  taken 
to  market,  and  if  not  sold  is  returned  to  its  na¬ 
tive  swimming  pool  at  the  end  of  twenty-four 
hours,  none  the  worse  for  its  journey.  It  is  cer¬ 
tain  that  the  mud  minnows  dug  out  of  dry  soil  in 
large  quantities  by  Wisconsin  farmers  do  not  ap¬ 
pear  to  suffer  from  their  terrestrial  sojourn  when 
plunged  once  more  into  northern  streams  and 
rivers. 


KILLED  BY  “DIVINE  COMMAND” 
Declaring  that  she  had  been  told  in  a  “divine 
command”  to  force  her  daughter,  John  Eva  Win¬ 
chester,  sixteen,  to  stamp  her  husband,  John  Ed¬ 
win  Wincheseer,  fifty-five,  to  death,  Laura  Eva 
Winchester,  forty-eight,  is  held  charged  with  one 
of  the  most  unusual  murders  ever  committed  in 
*  Florida.  The  killing  occurred  at  Seffner,  twelve 
miles  from  Tampa,  Fla. 

The  girl,  John  Eva,  says  her  mother  was  ob¬ 
sessed  with  the  idea  that  she  had  been  made 
“queen  of  the  universe”  through  the  ministry  of 
Raymond  Richey,  healer  evangelist,  who  is  con¬ 
ducting  a  revival  at  St.  Petersburg. 

Mrs.  Winchester  had  come  under  the  influence 
of  the  minister  about  two  weeks  ago,  when  her 
husband  was  supposedly  cured  of  paralysis. 

>  The  woman  claimed  a  power,  even  over  God, 
her  daughter  says,  and  was  angered  at  the  sun 
refusing  to  rise  in  the  West  at  her  command. 
She  blamed  her  husband  as  “the  devil  who  stood 
In  her  way.” 


RUM  RUNNER  KILLS  SELF 

Sir  John  Stewart,  head  of  one  of  the  famous 
whisky  houses  in  Scotland,  died  a  suicide  as  a 
result  of  being  swindled  out  of  $5,000,000  by 
American  bootleggers. 

A  very  sizable  amount  of  the  whisky  sent 
from  Scotland  to  the  American  bootlegging  fleet 
last  fall  was  supplied  by  Sir  John  Stewart.  He 
fitted  out  two*  large  steamers  to  serve  as  rum 
runners’  supply  ships  and  commissioned  an 
American  rum  syndicate  to  handle  the  deal.  Un- 
fo  tunately  for  himself,  he  put  faith  in  the  men 
with  whom  he  was  dealing.  They  landed  the  $5,- 
000,000  w  orth  of  whisky  in  safety,  but  neglected 
to  turn  over  a  cent  to  the  Scottish  shipper.  After 


spending  several  months  trying  to  collect  the 
money,  Sir  John  killed  himself  rather  than  face 
bankruptcy. 

In  order  to  finance  the  deal  he  had  borrowed 
from  Scottish  banks.  He  gave  them  forged  doc¬ 
uments  as  security,  not  wishing  them  to  know 
his  real  operations.  He  expected  to  repay  the 
loans  easily  from  the  profits  of  the  rum  running. 

Sir  John  Stewart’s  suicide  also  reveals  the 
fact  that  he  paid  $400,000  for  the  baronetcy  con¬ 
ferred  on  him  in  1920.  It  is  supposed  that  the 
$400,000  went  to  the  Lloyd  George  party  funds. 

He  expected  to  “clean  up”  on  rum  running,  and 
plunged  into  wild  extravavances.  He  bought  a 
famous  castle,  spent  $250,000  on  it  and  never 
spent  a  night  in  it. 

He  paid  $750  a  week  for  a  suite  in  a  London 
hotel,  spent  $25,000  in  a  year  just  for  clothes, 
and  indulged  in  one  luxury  after  another.  Then 
his  castles  in  the  air  collapsed. 


NEW  MACHINERY  SPEEDS  GOLD  MINING 

Powerful  electrical  machinery,  just  installed  in 
the  -Randfontein  group  of  gold  mines  in  South 
Africa,  will  enable  gold  to  be  mined  more  rapidly 
and  in  greater  quantities  than  has  ever  feefore 
been  possible.  Whereas  the  average  tonnage  in 
1919  amounted  to  slightly  more  than  100,000 
tons  of  ore  per  month,  it  is  now  the  intention  to 
haul  70,000  tons  monthly  from  each  of  the  two 
new  shafts,  or  a  total  of  140,000  tons  per  month, 
increasing  the  hauling  capacity  of  the  mine  by 
approximately  one-third. 

The  new  installation  consists  of  electrical  hoist¬ 
ing  machinery  on  the  north  vertical  shaft  of  the 
Randfontein  group  of  mines,  which  is  owned  by 
the  Randfontein  Central  Gold  Mines,  Ltd.  Each 
hoist  consists  of  two  cast  steel  cylindrical  drums 
twelve  feet  in  diameter  and  six  feet  wide,  directly 
connected  to  two  2,500-horsepower  direct  current 
motor  rated  at  106  revolutions  per  minute. 

A  central  control  lever  on  the  driver’s  plat¬ 
form,  connected  by  levers  to  an  electric  controller, 
regulates  the  direction  and  speed  of  the  hoist. 
Although  the  driver  can  run  the  hoist  as  slowly 
as  he  likes,  he  is  prevented  from  accelerating 
the  speed  too  fast  by  the  action  of  electrical  re¬ 
lays. 

Should  the  driver  faint,  or  lose  control  of  the 
lift,  the  skip  will  automatically  slow  down  and 
come  to  a  stop.  If  lifting  men,  it  will  halt  a  few 
feet  above  the  surface  of  the  shaft,  and  if  lifting 
ore  it  will  stop  a  few  feet  above  the  tipping 
point. 

Each  hoist  is  designed  to  raise  a  load  of  10,000 
pounds  of  ore  from  a  depth  of  5,000  feet,  at  a 
speed  of  4,000  feet  per  minute.  This  means  not 
only  an  added  output  of  gold  ore,  but  the  employ¬ 
ment  of  a  larger  force  of  men. 

These  big  electrical  hoists,  which  are  reported 
to  be  working  smoothly  and  satisfactorily,  were 
installed  by  the  African  General  Electrical  Com¬ 
pany.  The  hoists  are  said  to  be  the  largest  elec¬ 
trically  operated  lifts  in  the  world. 


28 


WORK  AND  WIN 

ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


HANGS  BY  TWO  FINGERS  HALF  HOUR, 
CALMLY  SMOKING 

Bert  Boyle,  twenty-four  years  old,  a  day  la- 
/<borer,  calmly  smoked  cigarettes  when  he  was 
caught  between  a  pulley  wheel  and  a  heavy  ele¬ 
vator  cable  on  the  top  floor  of  the  building  at  33 
East  Thirty-third  street,  New  York. 

Three  fingers  of  his  left  hand  were  crushed, 
and  by  the  remaining  two  he  hung  suspended,  a 
fall  threatening  that  would  mean  instant  death. 
A  rescue  crew  worked  frantically  for  half  an 
hour  to  free  him.  Bert  directed  the  work,  con¬ 
tinued  smoking,  took  a  drink  at  one  time,  and 
when  they  finally  got  him  safely  extricated  sank 
into  a  heap  unconscious. 

At  Bellevue  Hospital  they  amputated  the  two 
other  fingers,  leaving  Bert  only  a  right  hand. 
He  hung  seventeen  floors  above  the  basement  dur¬ 
ing  the  half  houf  of  agony,  and  never  uttered  a 
Bound  except  to  tell  the  firemen,  police  and  half 
a  dozen  tenants  what  to  do. 


WEALTH  OF  SIX  STATES 

Details  of  the  wealth  of  six  states  at  the  close 
of  1922  were  made  public  recently  by  the  Census 
Bureau. 

Iowa’s  wealth  was  $10,511,682,000,  an  increase 
of  37.2  per  cent,  over  *1912,  with  a  per  capita 
wealth  of  $4,274,  an  increase  of  24.1  per  cent. 

Minnesota’s  wealth  was  $8,547,918,000,  an  in¬ 
crease  of  58.9  per  cent.,  with  a  per  capita  wealth 
of  $3,443,  an  increase  of  37.4  per  cent. 

Nebraska’s  wealth  was  $5,320,075,000,  an  in¬ 
crease  of  44.2  per  cent.,  with  a  per  capita  wealth 
of  $4,004,  an  increase  of  32.4  per  cent. 

Oregon’s  wealth  was*  $4,419,459,000,  an  in¬ 
crease  of  68.3  per  cent.,  with  a  per  capita  wealth 
of  $4,182,  an  increase  of  50.4  per  cent. 

Colorado’s  wealth  was  $3,229,352,000,  an  in¬ 
crease  of  40.9  per  cent.,  with  a  per  capita  wealth 
of  $6,285,  an  increase  of  22.8  per  cent. 

Montana’s  wealth  was  $2,223,007,000,  an  in¬ 
crease  of  98.2  per  cent.,  with  a  per  capita  wealth 
of  $3,691,  an  increase  of  33.5  per  cent. 


FOUGHT  14-FOOT  SHARK  IN  COCKPIT  OF 

BOAT 

Details  of  a  thrilling  fight  between  four  men 
and  a  6U0-pound  shark  in  the  cockpit  of  a  fifty- 
foot  fishing  boat  Thursday  became  known  at 
West  Palm  Beach,  Fla.,  for  the  first  time.  The 
principals  in  the  fight  were  T.  Coleman  Dupont 
of  Wilmington,  his  son  Frank,  Louis  G.  Kauf¬ 
man  of  New  York  and  Captain  T.  E.  Newell 
of  Palm  Beach,  skipper  of  the  launch  Ripple. 

The  party  went  out  just  before  noon  the  other 
day.  They  cast  anchor,  three  miles  off  the  coast 
near  Boynton.  A  half  a  dozen  kingfish  had  been 
hauled  in  when  a  shark  was  seen  swimming  near 
the  boat.  Captain  Newell  obtained  a  harpoon 
and  as  the  monster  drew  near  the  boat  drove  the 
tpear  with  force  through  its  back.  The  entire 


party  then  took  a  hand  in  hauling  the  shark 
aboard,  despite  the  efforts  of  the  shark  to  free 
itself. 

Once  aboard  the  craft,  the  shark  renewed  its 
fight,  as  retreat  to  the  cabin  was  made  impos¬ 
sible  for  the  men  because  of  the  swings  of  the 
monster’s  tail,  while  a  rough  sea  kept  the  boat 
rolling  about. 

Kaufman  saw  a  hatchet  in  a  corner  of  the  cock¬ 
pit  and  went  for  it.  There  followed  a  series  of 
attacks  upon  the  shark.  It  was  only  after  sev¬ 
eral  minutes  that  the  shark,  deprived  of  its 
natural  element  and  weak  from  exertion  became 
quiet,  that  the  huge  tail  was  secured  and  the 
monster  was  killed. 

The  party  returned  to  port  with  their  catch, 
which  was  14  feet  long. 


LOOK,  BOYS! 

TRAPEZEE 

The  Acrobatic  Wonder  Toy 

ALMOST  HUMAN  IN  ITS 
ACTIONS! 

it  consists  of  a  handsome  parallel 
iron  frame  on  which  the  little  yellow 
man  accurately  performs  like  an  ath¬ 
lete. 

Five  Different  Stunts  — 

THE  FLYING  TRAPEZE  —  Release  the 
trigger-pin  and  the  figure  swings  forward, 
gripping  the  brass  trapeze-bar,  turns  a 
somersault  in  the  air  and  catches  a  cross¬ 
bar  by  his  heels. 

THROUGH  THE  LOOP— A  swift  swing  and 
he  goes  through  a  wire  loop,  makes  a 
turn  and,  catching  by  his  heels,  swings 
head  downward  from  a  bar. 

THE  GIANT  SWING  — He  goes  forward 
with  a  rush,  releases  the  trapeze,  catches 
a  horizontal-bar  wdth  his  heels,  makes 
two  sw’ift  somersaults  in  the  air  and 
catches  by  his  heels  again. 

He  .performs  two  more  horizontal-bar 
acts  with  the  grace  and  agility  of  a  cir¬ 
cus  star,  and  many  new’  ones  can  be 
invented. 

The  Most  Wonderful  Toy  in 
the  World! 

PRICE  $1.50 

The  collapsible  stand  and  the  little  mani¬ 
kin  are  neatly  packed  in  a  handsome  box. 
Delivered  anywhere  in  the  United  States  on 
receipt  of  price.  Address 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO„ 

166  W.  23d  SU  New  York  City.  N.  Y. 


THE 

SHENANDOAH 

CAVERNS 


The  exhibition 
of  caverns  to  the 
traveling  public 
is  noted  by  the 
United  Sst  a  t  e 
Geological  Survey 
as  a  growing  in¬ 
dustry  in  the 
Shenandoah  Val¬ 
ley  of  Virginia. 
The  famous  Val¬ 
ley  Pike,  now  a 
link  in  the  New 
York  to  Atlanta 
highway,  is  trav¬ 
ersed  yearly  by 
thousands  of  au¬ 
tomobile  tourists 
properly  intent 
upon  seeing 
American  first, 
and  no  one  has ; 
adequately  seen 
America  who  has 
not  visited  one  or 
more  of  the  cav¬ 
erns  in  the  Shen¬ 
andoah  Valley. 
Until  recently  the 
only  caverns  that 
were  accessible  to 
the  public  were 
the  qelebrated 
Luray  Caverns  in 
Page  County,  and 
Weyers  Caves  in 
northern  Augusta 
County,  near 
Grottoes.  How¬ 
ever,  within  12 
months,  the  End¬ 
less  Caverns,  near 
New  Market,  in 
Shenandoah 
County,  have 
been  thrown  open 
to  the  public,  and 
on  May  31  an¬ 
other  cavern  near 
Mount  Jackson, 
also  in  Shenan- 
doahc  County, 
made  its  first  bid 
for  public  favor. 
The  latest-opened 
caves  have  been 
named  Shenan- 
d  o  a  h  Caverns. 
They  are  about 
three  miles  south 
of  Moun  Jackson 
and  two  miles 
west  of  the  Val¬ 
ley  Pike,  with 
which  they  are 
connected  by  a 
xn  a  c  a  d  a  m  iz  ed 
road. 


She  Found 
A  Pleasant  Way 
To  Reduce  Her  Fat 

Thousands  of  overfat 
people  have  greatly  re¬ 
duced  their  weight  and 
attained  a  normal  fig¬ 
ure  by  following  the 
advice  of  others  who 
use  and  recommend  the 
Marmola  Prescription 
Tablets.  These  harm¬ 
less  little  fat  reducers 
are  prepared  in  tablet 
form  from  the  same  in¬ 
gredients  that  formerly 
composed  the  famous 
Marmola  Prescription 
for  fat  reduction. 

If  you  are  too  fat,  you  owe  it  to  yourself  I 
to  give  these  fat  reducers  a  fair  trial.  All 
the  better  Irug  stores  the  world  over  sell 
Marmola  Prescription  Tablets  at  one  dollar  per 
package.  Ask  your  druggist  for  them  or  send 
one  dollar  to  the  Marmola  Co., 028  Garfield 
Bldg.,  Detroit,  Mich.,  and  secure  a  package  of 
these  tablets.  They  are  harmless  and  reduce  , 
your  weight  without  going  through  long 
sieges  of  tiresome  exercise  and  starvation 
diet.  If  you  are  too  fat  try  this  today. 


PERSONA1 

APPEARANCE 


is  now  more 
than  ever  the 
key-note  of 
success.  Bow- 
Leg  g  e  d  and 
Knock  -  Kneed 
men  and  wom¬ 
en,  both  young 
and  old,  will 
be  glad  to  hear 
that  I  have 
now  ready  for 
market  my  new 
appli  a  n  c  e  , 
which  will  successfully  straighten  within 
a  short  time  bow-leggedness  and  knock- 
kneed  legs,  safely,  quickly  and  perma¬ 
nent!  v,  without  pain,  operation  or  discom¬ 
fort.  *  Will  not  interfere  with  your  ( daily 
work,  being  worn  at  night.  My  new  “Lim- 
Straigbtner,”  Model  18,  U.  S.  Patent,  is  easy 
to  adjust;  its  result  will  save  you  soon  from 
further  humiliation,  and  improve  your  per¬ 
sonal  appearance  100  per  cent. 

Write  today  for  my  free  copyrighted  phys¬ 
iological  and  anatomical  book  which  tells 
you  how  to  correct  bow  and  knock-kneed 
legs  without  any  obligation  on  your  part. 
Enclose  a  dime  for  postage. 

M.  TRIEETY,  SPECIALIST 
525  L,  Ackerman  Building,  Binghamton,  X.  Y. 
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MFG.  CO.  Dept.  kfiO  Attleboro,  nee*. 


PIONEER  44 DA 

EXTRA  LONG  BARREL 


A  HAND  MADE 

f Massive  “He-Man’s  gun 
^  '  of  genuine  Bessemer  Bteel 
with  a  wonderful  reputation  for 
_  ^dependability  and  accuracy.  Beau¬ 
tifully  finished  mottled  frame.  SI* 
shots.  Similar  model3  retailing  to- 
f  day  at  $42.50.  Specially  priced  at 
$17.45  to  clean  out  a  limited  stock  on 
I  hand. 

A  few  with  fine  white  bone  hanenes  fo* 
those  who  order  early.  Order  today  I 

PAY  POSTMAN  ON  DELIVERY  plus  postag*. 
Money  back  promptly  if  not  satisfied. 

PARAMOUNT  TRADING  CO..  Dept.N2W 
34  West  28th  street  New  York  City 


Ranger  *5  a  Month 

Finest  bicycle  built  —  44  styles, 
colors  and  sizes.  Factory  to  Rider  prices. 

FREE  delivery,  express  prepaid  on  30 
Days  Free  Trial.  Cash  or  easy  payments. 

.  lamps,  wheels  and  equipment 
|  irga  at  half  usual  prices.  Send  no 
*•  money.  Write  today  for  big  catalog, 
special  Factory  Bicycle  Prices  from  $21.50  up; 
free  trial  plan  and  marvelous  offers. 

CYttRCOMPAKY  S©»r 

SfSxwClrtJi  DIPT  G 188  CHICAGO  free  catalog 


THE  MAGIC  BOX 

OF  A 


“ndVonders 

FREE 


BOYS! 

Magic.  Mystery.  Instrae- 
tion  and  Knowledge. 
Over  1,000  things  to  give 
you  pleasure.  Many 
\  splendid  Games,  Check- 
era,  Dominoes,  Diee. 
Jackstenes,  the  Magic 
Writing  Pad.  Triek  Key 
Ring.  Magnet,  Leaping 
Frog,  Gold  Tooth,  Magie 
Color  Cards.  Sling  Shot,  Jacknife,  Pistol  Police  Badge.  Whistle, 
Top  Ball.  Scale*.  Jumping  Clown,  Cricket.  Colored  Kyeglasfee,  IS 
Color  Crayons.  6  Metal  Puzzles,  B6  Feats  of  Magic,  15  Tricks  with 
Cards,  73  To  “  ”  “  ‘  °  T  ;JJ"  " 

Fortune 

seTlTng^niy  24’Fackets  of  Perfumed  Sachet  at  10c  each.  Write 

JONES  MFG.  CO.,  Dept.  592;  Attleboro.  Mas* 


PIMPLES 

Your  Skin  Can  Be  Quickly  Cleared  of 

Pimples,  Blackheads,  Acne  Eruptions  on 
the  face  or  body,  Barbers  Itch,  Eczema, 
Enlarged  Pores  and  Oily  or  Shiny  Skin. 

erewm  u  4  n  Write  today  for  my  FREE  BOOKLET, 
jgf  jgs,  JH, JSfL  “A  Clear-Tone  Skin,”  telling  how  I 
*  cured  myself  after  being  afflicted  16  year». 

$1000  Cash  save  I  can  clear  your  akin  of  the  above  bleml*ho*. 

E.S.  GIVENS,  186  Chemical  Bldg:.,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 


( - OLD  MONBY  WANTED -  S 

$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  hundreds  of  old 
•oius.  Keep  ALL  Old  or  odd  tnonay,  it  may 
be  VERY  valuable.  Send  10  ets.  for  ILLUS¬ 
TRATED  COIN  VALUE  BOOK.  4*0.  Gel 
posted.  We  puy  CASH. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO.,  Ave  13,  LeRoy,  N.  Y. 


l/N  DtR  G  R&UND :  TRE  A  SORE  S: 


Row  and  Where  to  Find  Them 

Hflpdcl  Publishing  Co.,  D  21  Coimj  Building,  Chioagq 


ASTHMA 


TRRATHF.XT  mailed  tm 
KKKK  TRIAL.  If  it  cures, 
eendtl:  If  not,  It’e  FREE. 
Writ*  for  your  treatmei 
today,  W.  K.  STERLINI 
84i  Ohio  Ave. SUkvey, 


r*  IT*. 
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Electricity  Needs  You 

I  WILL  TRAIN  YOU  AT  HOME 


fbtop  right  here.  This  is  YOUR  opportunity!  Electricity  is  calling  you,  and  the  Electrical 
Business  is  in  for  a  tremendous  increase.  But  it  needs  more  trained  men — at  big  pay.  By 
my  Home  Study  Course  in  Practical  Electricity  I  can  train  you  for  these  positions. 


Earn  $70  to  $200  a  Week 

You've  always  had  a  liking  for  Electricity  and  a  hankering  to  do  electrical  jobs. 
Now  is  the  time  to  develop  that  talent;  there’s  big  money  in  it.  Even  if  you 
don’t  know  anything  at  all  about  Electricity  you  can  quickly  grasp  it  by  my 
up-to-date,  practical  method  of  teaching.  You  will  find  it  intensely  interest¬ 
ing  and  highly  profitable.  I’ve  trained  and  started  hundreds  of  men  in  the 
Electrical  Business,  men  who  have  made  big  successes.  YOU  CAN  ALSO 


FREE! 

BIG 

ELECTRICAL 

OUTFIT 


Be  a  Big  Paid 

ELECTRICAL  EXPERT 


What  are  you  doing  to  prepare  yourself  for  a  real  success?  At  the  rate  you  are 
going  where  will  you  be  in  ten  years  from  now?  Have  you  the  specialized  train¬ 
ing  that  will  put  you  on  the  road  to  success?  Have  you  ambition  enough  to 

? repare  for  success,  and  get  it? 

ou  have  the  ambition  and  I  will  give  you  the  training,  so  get  busy.  I  am 
offering  you  success  and  all  that  goes  with  it.  Will  you  take  it?  I’ll  make 
you  an  ELECTRICAL  EXPERT.  I  will  train  you  as  you  should  be  trained. 
I  will  give  you  the  benefit  of  my  advice  and  20  years  of  engineering  experience 
and  help  you  in  every  way  to  the  biggest,  possible  success. 

CHIEF  ENGINEER  \  Vallldbl6  Book  FV©©  “How-to 
.  c°oke  Ik  Become  an  Electrical  Expert,”  has  started  many  a 

Ch,cago  workr**^  \  man  on  the  way  f°rtun«j.  I  will  send  a 
D«pt.  20421 54  Lawrence  Aw .  \  C0Py>  free  and  prepaid,  to  every  person  answer- 
chicago,  ILL.  \  m6  thls  advertisement. 

Dear  Sir:  You  may  send  me  V  O  wl  Good  intentions  never 

entirely  free  and  fully  prepaid,  a  \  yQU  anyWhere# 

o°py  °f  your  book.  “How  to  Beoome  a  Jt  is  action,  alone,  that  counts.  NOW  IS 

an  Electrical  Expert,  and  partiou-  \  iiiii  1,1  rpy»  at-v  ta  a  /~'rP 
lar<>  about  your  Home  Study  Course  \  AHIj  IIME  IU  AOl. 

In  Electricity.  V  L.  L.  COOKE,  Chief  Engineer 

CHICAGO 
\t  ENGINEERING 
\  WORKS 

V  2154  LAWRENCE  AVENUE 
VD.pt.  204  Chic...,  U.  S.  A 


Name. 


Address 


•  ••aAktSM  eSIMI 


•  •  •  •  •  M  ••••••• 


A  One  outfit  of  Electrical 
Tools,  Instruments,  Materi¬ 
als,  etc.,  absolutely  FREE  to 
every  student.  I  will  also  send 
you  FREE  and  fully  prepaid 
— Proof  Lessons  to  show  you 
how  easily  you  can  learn 
Electricity  and  enter  this 
splendid  profession  by  my 
new,  revised  and  original  sys¬ 
tem  of  Training  by  M&iL 

RADIO 

COURSE 

FREE 

Sjs*cUl  newly-written  wireless 
course  worth  (45.00  given  away 
FREE.  Full  particulars  when 
i  you  man  corns n. 

Earn  Money 
While  Learning 

I  give  you  something  you  can 
use  now.  Early  in  my  Horn* 
Study  Course  I  show  you 
how  to  beqin  making  money 
in  Electricity,  and  help  you 
get  started.  No  need  to  wait 
until  the  whole  course  it  com¬ 
pleted.  Hundreds  of  students 
have  made  several  times  the 
cost  of  their  course  In  spars 
time  work  while  learning 


PLANTING 
TREES  WITH 
GUNS 


On  the  estate 
of  the  Duke  of  \ 
Atholl  at  Dunk- 
eld,  Scotland, 
there  is  shown  to 
the  visitor  a 
rocky  crag  which, 
in  many  places,  is 
quite  leafy  with 
the  foliage  of 
trees.  This 'crag 


is  called  Craigy- 


barns,  and  some 
years  ago  it  was 


destitute  of  any 


vegetating.  Ow¬ 
ing  to  the  steep¬ 
ness  of  the  rock 
face  it  was  quite 
impossible  for 
any  man  to  climb 
to  the  upper 
parts,  it  was 
wished  to  plant 
trees  in  the  rock 


crevices.  A  pro¬ 
posal  was  made 
that  the  seeds  of 
suitable  trees  j 
should  be  shot  1 
onto  the  crag  by  J 
means  of  two 
small  muzzle¬ 
loading  guns.  Tin  j 
canisters  were  | 
made  of  such  a  ! 
size  that  they 
would  fit  into  the 
cannon.  These 
were  filled  with 
the  seeds  of  the 
trees  and  the  cov¬ 
ers  then  put  in 
place.  The  canis¬ 
ters,  with  gun¬ 
powder,  were 
loaded  into  the 
cannon  and  these 
were  then  trained 
on  the  crag.  When 
the  canisters  hit 
the  rock  they 
burst  into  pieces 
and  the  seeds 
were  scattered  in 
all  directions.  In 
course  of  time 
these  seeds  grew 
up  into  trees,  so 
that  now  the  one¬ 
time  bare  rock  is 
clothed  with 
abundant  vegeta¬ 
tion. 


Write  to  Riker  &  Ring,  Advertising  Offices,  1133  Broadway,  New  York  City,  of 
29  East  Madison  Street,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine 


AGENTS  WANTED 

AGENTS  WANTED — Big  Money  and  Fast  Sales.  Every 
owner  buys  Gold  Initials  for  liis  auto.  You  charge 
$1.50;  make  $1.35.  Ten  orders  daily  easy.  Write  for 
particulars  and  free  samples.  American  Monogram 
Co.,  Drpt.  171,  East  Orange,  N~,  J. _ 

AUTU  uWNEH — Get  your  tires  Free!  Be  our  Factory 
Agent!  Big  spare  time  money-maker!  Sample  tires 
furnished.  No  capital  or  experience  needed.  Write 
today.  Armour  Tire  &  Rubber  Co.,  Desk  277,  Day- 
ton.  Ohio, _ 

AGENTS  WANTED  TO  ADVERTISE  our  goods  and 

distribute  free  samples  to  consumers;  90o  an  hour; 
write  for  full  particulars.  American  Products  Co.,  1654 
American  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  O. _ 

RUMMAGE  SALES  make  $50,000  daily.  We  start  you. 

Representatives  wanted  everywhere.  “WHOLES  ARE 
DISTRIBUTORS, ”  Dept.  109,  609  Division  Street, 

Chicago. 

USE  OUR  HANDSOME  CATALOG;  get  orders  from 
every  home  for  Dr.  Blair’s  famous  home  products. 
Liberal  pay.  Dr.  Blair  Laboratories,  Dept.  542,  Lynch- 
burg,  Va. _ 

BIG  MONEY  and  fast  sales,  every  owner  buys  gold 
Initials  for  his  auto.  You  charge  $1.50  and  make 
$1.44.  10  orders  daily  easy.  Samples  and  information 

free.  World  Monogram  Co.,  Dept.  70,  Newark.  N.  J. 

HELP  WANTED 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  Secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  Westover  Bldg.,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

DETECTIVES  'NEEDED  EVERYWHERE.  Work  home 

or  travel  experience  unnecessary.  *  Write  George  R. 
Wagner,  former  Govt.  Detective,  1968  Broadway,  N.  Y. 

EARN  $20  weekly  spare  time,  at  home,  addressing, 
mailing  music,  circulars.  Send  10c  for  music,  infor¬ 
mation.  American  Music  Co.,  1658  Broadway,  Dept. 
F3,  N  Y. _ 

MEN  WANTED  for  Detective  work,  17  to  55  years  old. 

Experience  unnecessary,  easily  learned.  Big  pay.  Earl 
Wilcox,  1407  Lafayette  Ave.,  9.  E.,  Dept.  2,  Grand 


MANUSCRIPTS  WANTED 


STORIES.  POEMS.  PLAYS,  etc.,  are  wanted  for  publi¬ 
cation.  Submit  MSS.  or  write  Literary  Bureau,  515 
Hannibal,  Mo. 


PERSONAL 

BACHELOR  GIRL,  worth  $22,000,  will  marry.  T., 
866,  League,  Denver,  Colo. 

Box 

BUSINESS  MAN,  45.  worth  $50,000,  wants  wife. 
Box  35.  League.  Toledo.  Ohio. 

v„ 

CIVIL  ENGINEER,  worth  $40,000.  will  marry. 
Box  866.  League,  Denver,  Colo. 

w.. 

GENTLEMAN,  39,  worth  $45,000,  wants  wife.  E., 

866.  League.  Denver.  Cn'o. 

Box 

EASTERN  WIDOW,  35,  worth  $40,000,  would  marry. 

F. .  Rot  35.  League.  Toledo.  Ohio 

HUNDREDS  seeking  marriage.  If  sincere  enclose  stamp. 

Mrs  F.  Willard.  2928  Broadway,  Chicago,  Illinois. 

IF  LONESOME  exchange  jelly  letters  with  beautiful 
ladies  and  wealthy  gentlemen.  Eva  Moore,  Box  908, 
Jacksonville.  Fla  fStnmp). 

INDIVIDUAL  sweethearts'  club.  It’s  different. 

•damn  and  see.  Violet  Ray.  Dennison.  Ohio. 

Send 

LONESOME?  Make  friends,  you  may  meet  your  sweet 

heart.  Mrs.  Franz.  949  Montana  St..  Chicago. 


PERSONAL— Continued 

LOVING  young  lady,  very  wealthy,  wants  husband. 
Hazel,  Box  39,  Oxford,  Fla. _ _ 

LOOK  WHOSE  HERE!  Princess  OKIE  world  famou! 

horoscopes.  Get  your’s  today.  Don’t  delay.  Send  full 
birtndate  and  10c,  K.  Okie,  Box  280,  Mds.  Sq.  Sta.. 
New  York,  N,  Y, _ 

LONELY  HEARTS.  Write  Betty  Lee.  Inc.,  4254  Broad- 
way.  New  York  City  (Stamp). _ , _ _ 

LOVING  YOUNG  LADY,  wealthy,  wants  honest  hus- 
hand.  Hazel,  Box  39,  Oxford,  Fla. _ 

LONELY  HEARTS,  join  our  Club,  be  happy,  corre¬ 
spondence  everywhere,  many  descriptions,  photos  free; 
either  sex,  most  successful  method,  23  years'  experi¬ 
ence.  Standard  Cor,  Club,  Grayslake,  Ill. _ 

LOVING  young  lady,  very  wealtliy,  wants  husband. 
Hazel,  Box  39,  Oxford,  Fla, 

MARRY  ME.  Wealthy,  but  oh,  so  lonesome.  Daisy, 

Box  55,  Oxford.  Fla, _ 

MARRIAGE  PAPER — 20th  year.  Big  issue  with  descrip¬ 
tions.  photos,  names  and  addresses.  25  cents.  N« 
other  fee.  Sent  sealed.  Box  2265  R,  Boston,  Mass. _ 

MARRY  ME — Wealthy,  but  oh,  so  lonesome.  Daisy, 
Box  55,  Oxford,  Fla. 

MARRY  IF  LONELY:  “Home  Maker";  hundred* 

rich;  confidential;  reliable;  years  experience;  descrip¬ 
tions  free.  "The  Successful  Club,"  Box  556,  Oakland, 
California. _  _ 

MARRY — Free  photographs,  directory  and  description! 

of  wealthy  members.  Pay  when  married.  New  Plan 
Co..  Dept.  S6,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  and 

descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange, 
Dept.  545,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

MARRY — Write  for  big  new  directory  with  photos  and 
descriptions  Free.  National  Agency,  Dept.  ▲, 
Kansas  City.  Mo. _ 

MARRY  ME — Wealthy,  but  oh,  so  lonesome.  Daisy, 
Box  55.  Oxford.  Fla 

NOTICE — $130,000.00  goes  with  pretty  girl  wishing 
marriage.  (Eva)  B-1022.  Wichita,  Kansas, _ 

PRETTY  GIRL  wants  a  sweetheart.  Write,  enclosing 
envelope.  Doris  Dawn,  South  Euclid.  Ohio, _ 

SWEETHEARTS’  Correspondence  Club.  Stamped  en¬ 
velope  for  sealed  proposal.  Lillian  Sproul.  Station 
H.  Cleveland,  Ohio. 

WEALTHY  LITTLE  WIDOW.  21,  All  Alone.  Will 

Marry.  Box  511,  Huntsville,  Ala. 

WHOM  SHOULD  YOU  MARRY?  We’ll  tell  you.  Sen3 

30c  and  birth  date  to  Character  Studies,  1515  Ma¬ 
sonic  Temple.  New  York  City. _ 

W I  DOW,  worth  $60,000,  will  marry.  Confidential 

Box  35,  League.  Toledo.  Ohio. 


SONGWRITERS 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG— We  compose  mu»lo. 

Submit  your  poems  to  us  at  once.  New  York  Melody 
Corporation.  405  F.  Roroax  Bldg.,  New  York. 

POEMS  WANTED — Sell  your  song-verses  for  cash.  Sub- 
mit  Mss.  at  once  or  write  New  Era  Muslo  Co.,  14®, 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 


TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1.00  11 
cured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co.,  PC.. 
Baltimore,  Md. 


JSH  your  name  and 
address  and  we  will 
tell  you  HOW  you 
can  get  this  Base- 
ball  Outfit, 
o  o  n  s  i  s  t  - 
-V  lag 


of 

Baseball 
Suit,  Cap, 


F  under 'a  Glove,  ^ 
Live  League  Base¬ 


ball,  Catcher's  Mitt 

ABSOLUTELY  FREE.  Write 
at  once  tor  FREE.  Baseball  Outfit,  ^j| 

HOME  SUPPLY  CO, 

111  0«*a«  SI..  OesL  S3 7  MEW  TORE 


Flay  this  Jazzy  Sax 
Without  Practice 

A,ny  ono  can  play  this  imported  Jazzy^ 
Sax  right  a-vay.  No  knowledge  of 
music  required,  no  lessons.  Plcy  by  num¬ 
bers  Instead  of  notes.  All  instructions 
nnd  15  songs  free  I  Be  popular  at 
i  arties,  dances,  picnics,  entertain 
i.icnts,  Glintenino  polished  brass  all 
oner,  except  nickel  mouthpiece. 

Looks  just  like  regular  saxophone, 
he  same  size. 


Play  Jazz 
[light  Away 

Weighs  over  8’  „ 
lbs.  Beautiful,  j; 
clear,  ringing 
tones  and  de¬ 
lightful  har¬ 
mony. 

Supply 
Limited 


CLIP 
THIS  AO 


V.  D.  Beatty, 
Bays;  “This  Is 
easy:  I  played 
/  tunes  after  fifteen 
f  minutes  and  am  de¬ 
lighted.”  No  need  to 
spend  $85  when  you 
Sat 


can  own  a  Jazzy  Sax. 

Send 

No  Money 

Bend  just  your  name.  When  the  Sax 
nrrlvea  pay  the  postman  only  t6.B§ 
plus  a  fow  pennies  postage.  Guar¬ 
anteed  or  money  refunded.  Don’t 

delay,  act  now  I 

FEHRY  &  COMPANY,  Dept.  2464 
75  w.  Van  Bitren  Chicago,  liHngfe 


\ 


WORK  AND  WIN 

-  LATEST  ISSUES  - 

1283  Fred  Fearnot's  Heel  -and-Toe  Race;  or,  His  Great 

Thousand-Mile  Walk. 

1284  "  In  the  “Five  Points”;  r  r,  Working  for  the  Poor. 

1285  “  Baseball  Wonder;  or,  The  Smartest  Boy  in  the 

League. 

1286  “  Superior  Stroke;  or.  Coaching  a  College  Eight. 

1288  “  and  the  Figure  Four;  or,  The  Sign  of  Mystery. 

1289  “  and  the  Boy  from  Home;  or,  Helping  Out  an 

Orphan. 

1290  “  Fight  for  Freedom;  or,  Surrounded  by  Foes. 

1291  “  Boy  Half-Back;  or,  Teaching  a  Young  Eleven 

the  Game. 

1292  “  and  the  Lost  Boy;  or.  A  Mystery  of  the  Streets. 

1293  “  Gridiron  Victory;  or,  Out  With  a  Winning 

Eleven. 

1294  “  Fighting  a  Forest  Fire;  or,  A  Tough  Time  in 

the  Woods. 

3295  “  Last  Hope;  or.  a  Desperate  Football  Game. 

1296  “  and  the  Blackmailer;  or,  Getting  Even  with  a 

Great  Villain. 

1297  “  Match  Race!  or,  Winning  the  Indoor  Marathon. 

1298  “  and  the  Railroad  King;  or.  The  Man  Who  Wor¬ 

shiped  Money. 

1299  “  on  a  Wolf  Hunt;  or,  A  Hundred  Miles  on 

Snowshoes. 

1300  '*  Hockey  Team;  or,  The  Greatest  Game  on  Rec¬ 

ord. 

1301  “  Ski  .Tampers;  or,  Beating  the  Champion  of  the 

North. 

1303  “  Fred  Fearnot's  Match  Game;  or.  Winning  at 

Basket  Ball. 

1304  “  and  “Dakota  Dan;”  or,  The  Man  or  Grit  and 

Gold. 

1305  “  Mountain  Climb;  or.  Lost  in  a  Crater. 

1306  “  Skating  for  Glory;  or,  Beating  the  Best  of 

Them. 

1307  “  and  Greedy  Gus;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Wanted 

Everything. 

1308  “  Risking  His  Life;  or,  Saving  His  Father  from 

Ruin. 

1309  “  and  “Cunning  Charlie”;  or.  Reforming  a  Bad 

Boy. 

1310  “  Word  of  Honor;  or.  Keeping  H;s  Trust. 

For  sal©  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be*  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  7c  per  copy,  In  money  or 
postage  stamps. 


THE  FOLLOWING  NUMBERS  PRICE  8  CENTS 

3311  “  Return  to  Avon;  or.  Visiting  the  Old  School. 

“  Generous  Hand;  or.  A  Friend  to  the  Poor. 

“  Hidden  Enemy;  or,  A  Stern  Chase  for  Ven¬ 
geance. 

“  Old  Friends;  or,  The  Reunion  At  Fredonia. 

“  Sword  Fight;  or,  Matched  Against  a  Profes¬ 
sional. 

“  Strong  Will;  or.  Defeating  the  Loan  Sharks. 

“  Big  Stake;  or,  Held  for  Ransom. 

“  At  Princeton;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  College  Boys. 
"  Hard  Hitting:  or,  Batting  It  Out  to  Win. 

“  War  Canoe;  or,  Beating  the  Indian  Champions. 
“  And  the  Errorless  Wonder;  or,  Calling  a  Ball 
Player’s  Bluff. 

"  In  Township  Ten;  or,  The  Fight  with  the  Sur- 
veors. 

“  Throw  Home;  or,  Playing  In  the  Field. 


3312 

3313 

3314 
1315 

3316 

1317 

1318 

1319 

3320 

3321 

3322 
1323 


HA  RUT  E.  WOLFF,  PnbUsher.  Iwc., 
IM  West  I3H  Street-  New  York  City 


SCENARIOS 


HOW  TO 
WRITE  THEM 


Trice  35  Cents  Per  Copy 
This  book  contuins  all  the  most  recent  changes 
in  the  method  of  construction  and  submission  ot 
scenarios.  Sixty  Lessons,  covering  everv  phase  of 
scenario  writing.  For  sale  by  all  Newsdealers  and 
Bookstores.  If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us 
the  price,  85  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and 
we  will  mall  yon  one,  postage  free.  Address. 

I*.  Hcnarens,  210  Seventh  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  T. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

Useful,  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  They  contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost 
Every  Subject. 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACOLUJI  AND  DREAM 
BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny; 
also  the  true  meaning  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams, 
together  with  charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 

cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of 
magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all 
the  leading  card  tricks  of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular 
magical  illusions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magi¬ 
cians;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirta¬ 
tion  are  fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the 
various  methods  of  handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol, 
window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  ltst  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  complete  guide  to 
love,  courtship  aud  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice, 
rules  and  etiquette  to  be  observed,  with  many  curious 
and  interesting  things  not  generallv  known. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated  and  containing  full  instructions  for  the  manage¬ 
ment  and  training  of  the  canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink, 
blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BJECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful 
and  instructive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on 
chemistry;  also  experiments  in  acoustics,  mechanics, 
mathematics,  chemistry,  and  directions  for  making  fire¬ 
works,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  This  book  can¬ 
not  be  equaled. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— 

By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading  this 
book  of  instructions  can  master  the  art,  and  create  any 
amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  great¬ 
est  book  ever,  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made 
easy.  Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards, 
blows  and  the  different  positions  of  a  good  boxer. 
Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  aud  in¬ 
structive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box  with¬ 
out  an  instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most 

complete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writ¬ 
ing  love-letters,  and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen 
letters  for  young  and  old. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR.  BOOK  OF  ETI¬ 
QUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every 
young  man  desires  to  know  all  about.  There’s  happi¬ 
ness  in  it. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— 

Containing  full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window 
garden  either  in  town  or  country,  and  the  most  approved 
methods  for  raising  beautiful  flowers  at  home.  The 
most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  published. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruc¬ 
tion  In  the  art  of  dressing ’and  appearing  well  at  home 
and  abroad,  giving  the  selections  of  colors,  material, 
and  how  to  have  them  made  up.  - 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. — One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to 
the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become 
beautiful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is  simple, 
and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING 

PARTY — A  complete  compendium  of  games,  sports, 
card  diversions,,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable  for  par¬ 
lor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more 
for  the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  sec¬ 
ond  sight  explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt, 
dr.  Explaining  how  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried 
on  between  the  magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also 
giving  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  1IOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS. — This  little 
book  gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  to¬ 
gether  with  lucky  and  unlucky  davs. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— ETery  one  Is 
desirous  of  knowing  what  his  future  life  win  bring  forth, 
whether  happiness  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You 
can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little  *book.  Buy  one  and  be 
convinced. 
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